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TO 



CATHERINE TWISDEN BUTLER 

I DEDICATE this little book, in affectionate remembrance of 
many happy years spent together; as an acknowledgment 
of unvarying kindness and attention received from her; 
as a testimony to her . du^ol. obedience^ scrupulous 
truthfulness^ and strict integrity; -with the fervent prayer 
that the ^^ Sunbeam'' wUeh^'^A^^eered the house of her 
father, may, with the Divine permission, long bless and 
brighten that of her husband. 




TO MY FRIENDS AND HEADERS. 



I PLACE before you this volume in the hope that my object 
in publishing it will atone for its deficiency of merits and 
at aU events deprecate severe criticism. The profits from 
the sale of -the ^^ Votive Offering," if any, to be devoted to 
the fund for the restoration and enlargement of the fine 
old church of Ulcombe, Kent; now under the ministry of 
the Rev. Pierce Butler. 
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THE BETBOTHED. 

PART I." 

EB days of in&ncj had fled awaj. 

And childhood's sanny hours had floated hy, 

In the fresh bloom of woman's lovely day. 
Behold the Maiden tremhlingly draw nigh I 

" I saw her with her braids of jet 

Upon her polished brow;" 
I thought I never eould forget — 

I think I see her now I 



THE WIFE. 

Deep, fond emotion dyed her cheek — 
The tale that Love had spoken; 

The parted lips, that fain would speak! 
The silence was unbroken! 

Did care or sorrow heave that panting breast? 

Or fear or grief so stir that gentle heart? 
Oh, no! all former doubts are set at rest. 

They cannot, will not part! 

Those large dark eyes with deepest feeling beaming, 
That brilliant dimpled smile no art could hide ; 

No words are wanted to express her meaning. 

At once she stands confessed — ^^ the promised Bride ! " 









THE WIFE. 

PART II. 



^^ And once again, I saw her ! 

With a wreath upon her brow;" 
The fair betrothed of yesterday 

A wife will soon be now ! 



THE WIFE. 

The bridal train is very gay. 

The Bells are ringing loud; 
And cheerful music leads the way 

Amidst the gazing crowd. 

She kneels before the Altar, 

In her garb of purest white. 
No doubt can make her falter. 

Or mar her prospect bright! 

The sun gives forth his splendours, 
Through painted panes now gleams, 

And for one moment renders 
Her robe, a blaze of gems ! 

(Oh! may it be an emblem bright 
Sent down from Heaven above. 

To clothe with pure, undying light 
The marriage garb of Love !) 

And now the peal bursts on the ear. 

That tells the knot is tied; 
Forth from that church she holds so dear. 

They're walking side by side ! 
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THE PARTING. 

Each blooming village maiden^ 

Strews their onward path with flow'rs. 
With heartfelt pray'r is laden^ 

Each bud from Kentish bow'rs. 



THE PAKTING. 

PART III. 

The banquet soon is richly spread, 

And mirth and wit prevail. 
And many a glowing speech is made 

To gild the glittering tale I 

Too soon is heard the parting sigh. 

Too soon the hour is come; 
Emotion makes each heart beat high — 

The young bride leaves her home I 

"With one like him she must be blest!" 
All cried, as closed the door. 

Sad hearts, and blighted hopes, did best 
To cheer that parting hour! 
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•BODIAM CASTLE." 

MIDST the waters rising proudly grand, 
Thy towers, fair Bodiam, etill unrivalled stand. 
Her mantle in bright folds the graceful ivy 

flings. 
And here the turf, and there the wild flower 

springs. 

Within thy precincts deeds, now long gone by, 
Kellect those images which never die I 
To many a heart will memory return, 
" The thoughts that breathe," nay more, " the words 
that bum." 

And loved ones, too, whose cheerful voices rung 
And charmed the echoes when they blithely sung. 
Are gone before us I — where no echoes are. 
But those responding sweet to Praise and Prayer! 



BODIAM CASTLE. 

A Knight there was, in former olden times. 
Who "listened sad" the Castle's midnight chimes. 
For in those walls was held in captive thrall, 
A maiden fair, who was — his " all in all." 

In vain the wretched lady did essay 
Each fond device, how she should make a way. 
By which she might escape from that control 
Which held her body captive — not her soul! 

Day after day he urged his hateful suit; 
Vain were her pray'rs, her tears, and his pursuit ! 
Fierce was the Baron ! He had madly vowed 
To wed the Lady, or to deck her shroud. 

Night after night, around the well-filled moat, 
A figure dressed in black was seen to float ; 
And many a peasant testified, I ween. 
That he the Spirit of the Deep had seen ! 

But day by day the Lady's courage quailed. 
To attempt the leap from yonder loophole failed; 
And every night, sad sounds of woe were heard. 
And men and children, too, were sore afeard! 



BODIAM CASTLE. ' 

One eve, the moon's soft beams were shining bright. 
Soon, darkling clouds overpowered the cheery light: 
The window opened I then a heavy splash! 
And after, quick — the charger's onward dash! 

The Knight had caught the Lady where she fell. 
And bore her breathless from that direful spell; 
But soon through vaulted halls her flight was known- 
In vain the Tyrant storms — the bird has flown! 

Hark ! the portcullis rises ! '^ Fly, pursue I " 
The Baron cries ; and out his warriors flew. 
"A thousand crowns to him who takes the prize! 
Broad lands I'd forfeit for that Dame's bright eyes!" 

Bold Conrad's faithful steed had ne'er been known 
To need the whip or spur; 'twas Love alone 
That urged both master and his barb that night. 
And kept them foremost in their hurried flight. 

Down poured the rain! the tempest howled around. 
Till echo, deafened with that horrid sound, 
Kefused to tell the way fair Ina fled! 
The Baron's bafiled followers homeward sped. 



BODIAM CASTLE. 

But when they reached the Castle erst so fair, 
Nothing but ruins met their 'wildered stare ; 
The lightning's flash had rent those walls so strong. 
The thunder crash revenged the threatened wrong! 

The conscience-stricken Baron drew his brand. 
And would have perished on that fatal strand ; 
An Angel's voice withheld the guilty stroke. 
And on night's silent ear in mercy broke : 

" Live still, rash man ! Repent ^ and be forgiven ; 
There's room for you, and worse than you, in Heaven." 
"I do repent, and pray I" the Baron faint replied. 
His hands to Heaven he raised, then drooped and died ! 





THE NIGHTINGALE. 

TO W, H. S. M. 

E Banksia Rose is coming into bloom^ 
The Thorn's gay wreaths will soon be with us 
now; 

All Nature's beauties start from Winter's tomb. 
Like coronets of joy on Sorrow's brow! 

But at this time of budding trees and flowers. 
The song of birds is heard with new delight ; 

But chiefly, denizen of these lone bowers. 
Sweet Philomel, the songstress of the night 1 

The moon's soft beams illume yon deep'ning glade. 
Dimming the lustre of the star of eve ; 

So that rich harmony throws into shade 
All sounds that brightest genius can conceive I 

Or like that songstress whose surpassing note 

Fills with amazement our entranced ears. 

As if a syren sung, as ancients wrote. 

Or liker still, the ^* music of the spheres ! 

c 
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10 THE NIGHTINGALE. 

Pair England! henceforth let no votary rove. 
The richest treat attends thy genial hours ; 

Sweet Philomel with rapture wakes each grove. 
The Swedish Nightingale thy festal bowers! 

Written 1849. 




ADIEU. 

FRAGMENT (FOR MUSIC). 

DIEU to the land of the rock and the shore. 
To the scenes which I feel I shall visit no more; 
Never hear the low plash of the light Summer wave. 
As it peacefully falls o'er the mariner's grave ! 

Adieu to the land where I loved, and where sped 
Those gay fleeting hours which for ever are fled ; 
Though forsaken, these scenes in fond memory's page 
Will survive, deeply, printed, till life's latest age ! 




THE THREE MABTYKS. 

ELIEVED from toiling cares of daily life, 
A multitude rush'd forth on pleasure bent, 

Thoae scenes to view with holy interest rife. 
Where pious men of old their days have spent. 

I listen'd to the tale of other days. 

Bringing the past back to the mental eye. 

Eloquent and clear, poetical, his lays. 
When Stanley told how hrave, proud man 
could die. 



Becket had been an exile, and retom'd 

With haughty spirit, dauntless and unquell'd ; 

In his finn mind the sense of injury bum'd. 
And moved the hand, which means of vengeance held. 



12 THE THREE MARTYRS. 

King Henry, chafed with smother'd wrath, exclaims, 
" Will no one rid me of this caitiff priest ? 

Coward is he who Knighthood vainly claims. 
While England's Monarch needs to be released!" 

Tracy and Morville, Brito and Fitzurse, 
Straight from the royal presence issued all^ 

And bound themselves by oath, if not by curse. 
To slay the Priest who held their King in thrall! 

Not like good Hubert, whea in later times 
The whispered mind of tyrant John he heard ; 

So is't when malice with occasion chimes. 
And men will slay the man, men long have fear'd. 

Bumour had reach'd the Priest of deeds unfair. 
And danger, imminent, his mind oppressed; 

Like tales convey'd by messengers in air, 
Dark coming doom his vex^d soul depressed! 

The monks were chanting in the holy pile ; 

And Becket, urged by friends to shelter seek 
Within the sacred walls, (which to defile 

With deeds of blood, and vengeance madly seek, 



THE THBEE MABTTBS. 13 

E'en those bold men would shrink; although they dared 

To beard the Prelate in his palace^ stilly 
To send a soul unshrived^ and unprepared 

To meet his God, with awe their soul would fill,) 

With anxious steps the cloister now he past. 
And might have gain'd the crypt's mysterious shade ; 

But onwards — toward the altar! And his last 
Most fervent pray'r for mercy, there he made I 

Through those imposing columns loudly rung 
The murderer's deep-toned voice : *^ The traitor — where f 

Where's the Archbishop ? " blent with chants they sung. 
Resolute the answer: *^Not a traitor 1 HereV^ 

Vain was the struggle — ^manly his defence; 

In vain one faithful follower interposed. 
Hurling the stalwart knight who gave offence. 

And then the deadly, final death-grasp closed. 

And then he fell by numbers overcome. 
And people long his martyrdom did mourn; 

Myriads have visited his earthly tomb — 

The stones remain, by Pilgrims' feet deep-worn. 
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14 THE THBEE MABTTBS. 

He fell a victim to the deadliest foe 
Whom man or Angel ever yet defied; 

Whom none has ever coped with here below — 
A martjr to his ^^daring, fall-blown Prided 

Unlike the royal Charles, the martyr King, 
Meek in adversity, grief could not change^ 

When 'gainst him foes no grounded charge could bring. 
But bade him — war, for peace in Heaven exchange! 

He, like his blessed Master, Heaven's high Lord, 
Who meekly wore the crown of martyrdom for all ; 

Forgiving; nor upbraiding look nor word. 
Heard list'ning Angels, waiting for the call. 

That legions could have summon'd to his aid. 
And bid the sword of fell destruction sweep 

Over the scene of desolation made. 

By deeds of cruelty making Angels weep! 

Let the last day of retribution dawn. 

Then shall each real martyr bright appear. 

In glory clad on that bright smiling mom. 

When from each face will God wipe every tear. 



THE THBEE MABTYRS. 15 

And is this all in memory we find. 

Of one for earthly king companion meet ; 

Of him so great, so honoured, so refined? 

Nought but the footprints of poor pilgrim feet? 

Yes; this is all in memory we find. 

No other vestige can on earth be traced; 

For ruthless Tudor scatter'd to the wind 

The bones in holy ground with reverence placed ! 

O'er Becket's fall a veil we pitying draw^ 
Forsaken by his friends, his king, his God ; 

Like Wolsey, he too late his error saw. 
And sad, the path of martyrdom he trod ! 





CRIMEA. 

Part I.— thoughts on the ea 

HE autumn leaves are falling, 
The Bun's behind a cloud. 
The fading tints are calling 
With voices deep and loud. 

The time is speeding on. 

And our hopes, oh I where are they ? 
Sad fleeting years are gone, 

In a world where is no stay I 

How many a heart is bounding 
'Twixt sanguine hope — and fear, 

For those whom death surrounding 
Are perill'd in the warl 



CRIMEA. 17 

Our sons may die with glory. 

Our brothers honour'd lie. 
Our father's locks fall hoary. 

Beneath a foreign sky ; 

The lover and the husband dear 

May swell the lists of fame. 
The breaking heart and scalding tear 

Will ache and fall the same. 

When Spring's green tints adom'd the land. 

And all was bright and gay, 
We parted from that gallant band. 

And now — Oh! where are they? 

A fell disease their ranks has swept. 

More cruel than the sword ; 
And many a head in battle kept. 

Has perished at God's word. 

And are His judgments in the earth? 

Oh ! let us not be blind ; 
But to reflections deep give birth 

Within our inmost mind. 

D 
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18 CRIMEA. 

Those Autumn leaves admonish me 
My days are speeding on; 

While friends departing round I see. 
And many a loved one gone. 

I fain would ask, Oh ! why am I 
Thus spared from day to day? 

Am I more precious in God's eye 
Than those He calls away? 

Oh, no! But thus He gives me space 
To turn to Him and pray. 

That ere I see His blessed face 
His wrath may turn away I 

In those bright mansions there is room 
For every child of Heaven ; 

Our warriors too will find a Home, 
Repented sins forgiven! 




CKIMEA. 



PART II. — PEACE. 



Hush'd Is the cannon's roar, the drum's deep sound 
No longer rolling on the troubled air. 

The snorting war-horse, tramping o'er the ground. 
Are now included in the things that were. 

Hark ! 'tis the gladd'ning peal of bells I hear. 
Mingled with shouts of joy, that War has ceased. 

Bring forth the trophies I Banish grief and fear. 
Lead on the luerry band, and spread the feast! 

A sound is heard, not loud, and not of joy ; 

Sad England for her slaughter'd sons is weeping: 
A gallant veteran for his noble boy. 

Who in Silistria's darken'd vale lies sleeping! 

The wail of women, passionate, but low, 
Suppress'd in general joy; but even there 

Still unforgotten is the dreadful blow, 

For ever dashing hopes so bright and fair! 
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20 CBIMEA. 

" What are to me the vaunted joys of Peace ? 

Give back my children to my yearning sight." 
Fair widow'd mother, let thy wailing cease ; 

Look for that meeting in the world of light. 

And Who shall paint the anguish of the wife 
Who felt heroic pride while Life was spared; 

But now looks back, when finish'd is the strife. 
In vain for him who every feeling shared? 

And there is one, a gentle, loving heart, 
Chasten'd by sorrow far too deep for speech. 

Too early call'd in youth from one to part 

Whose brilliant valour braved the dreadful breach! 

Pierced through with many a wound the hero fell — 
The Christian hero! (one who fear'd his God, 

And feared but Him the Saviour loved so well;) 
The path of duty like a martyr trod I 

In heart a widow — though she may not mourn 
In outward semblance, like a wife bereaved; 

Some little solace 'twould be to adorn 
Herself with trappings of a spirit grieved 1 




CRIMEA. 21 

Soften'd and changed those spirits once so gay^ 

Call'd back to duties daily ever due; 
Smiling and cheerful walking on her way. 

All she has felt (and feels) none ever knew. 

Passing these mourners by, with deepest pain. 
Turn we to gladder themes, — of grateful joy I 

To Him, who stems the sickening tide again 
Of War! His praise our tongues employ! 

May He, in mercy, heal these painAil wounds, 
Kestoring Peace and Plenty to our shore; 

And may the blessing echoed in the sound 
Be valued, cherished, nor forgotten more! 






THE OLD HOME ; OK, THE ECHOES OF 

THE PAST. 

TO C. C. H. 

STOOD in visions of the mind 
Those ancient walls among. 
Where erstwhile dwelt the good, the kind^ 
The loved and honour'd long. 

And one there is, who wanders thence, 

Nor fain would linger long. 
Alone her path in life from hence. 

The saddest of that throng. 

That bitter hour at last has come. 

Which rends each tender tie. 
And bids her seek another home. 

Unknown in days gone by. 

But in her heart of hearts she bears 

That balm of filial woe, 
Which calms her sorrows, dries her tears. 

And brightens all below. 



THE OLD HOME. 23 

A Father's darkest day she cheer'd. 

Devoted to his care ; 
Fwrgot all else, in him revered, 

No selfish thought was there. 

« « « « « 

And there are some gone long before: 

Say, do they linger still? 
Say, can those happy spirits more 

Such parting anguish feel? 

We know not. 'Tis a joyful thing 

No partings are on high. 
And heaven's blue arches ne'er can ring 

With echoes of **' Good-bye ! " 

In each lone chamber, silent now. 

Sweet voice I seem to hear. 
The echo of a cherish'd vow. 

Which mem'ry still holds dear. 

In yonder spot the pilgrim knelt, 

And long I linger'd there; 
I heard, and passing softly, felt, 

The echo of a prayer. 
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24 THE OLD HOME. 

And is there not an absent one 

Whose spirit hovers here? 
One bright tear falls, and deep in tone 

The sigh that echoes near. 

I wander forth in these sweet glades, 
O'erhung with arching trees; 

But mournful memory still invades. 
Sighs echo in the breeze. 

Sacred the grief of widow'd love, 
I dare not touch that string; 

It links the past with those above 
In life's eternal spring. 

There is a spot more sacred still. 
With reverent steps I tread; 

Let kindest words the echo fill. 
When speaking of the " Dead I " 

Kind though the hearts, which now at last 
With stranger feet draw near; 

But still the echo of the past 
Is ever, ever here ! 



^ 




THE GLOW-WORM. 

EETTY Glow-worm ehining bright, 
Who gave thee that lovely light? 
Hast thou robbed the eilver moon, 
Or Btol*ti one ray from bamiiig nooa? 

Heedst tliou not the thunder'a craeh. 
Or the lightning's lurid flaah, 
On that moaey bank reclining. 
Calmly, purely, brightly shining P 

So, midst the din and toil of atrife, 
Which marks the coarse of human life. 
The lowly, unpresuming one, 
Living unheeded, not alone. 

Displays the beam of faith's pure light, 
Whoee lamp illumes the darkest night; 
Cheering the traveller on his way, 
From this sad earth to endless day. 
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INA TO GONZALVO 1 

IN IMITATION OP THE SPANISH. 



ED rushed the flood of youthful passion 
down, 

Keckless its course, like torrents bright 
T of flame. 



In fiery speed, forgetting honour's crown. 
The cry of anguish, and the blight of fame 1 

Oh! who shall estimate the bitter pang. 
Filling a virtuous bosom deeply feeling. 

Listening the struggling sigh that outward rang 
Of innocence, the death knell's deadly pealing? 

The woods were silent at that evening hour. 
And darkness deepening, stealthily descended ; 

The stillness could be heard: so great the power 
Of deep emotion, ere the storm is ended I 

Oh I could a wish of mine recall each day. 
Since first that lov'd one to my heart I held; 

Guarding each step from aught that might befall, 
Teaching the lessons passion should have quelled. 



SONG. 27 

Something there may have been, unthought of then. 
Which may the erring heart have led astray ; 

But in the sight of angels, and of men. 

Both then and now my thoughts were pure as day! 

Strange is the current of life's feverish dream — 
First Uke a mountain streamlet hurrying by. 

Carrying before it, in its troubled stream. 
All thought of peace, as soon becoming dry. 

When calmer manhood comes with all its cares. 
Quickly succeeding youth's impetuous fires. 

Then the tossed heart with some lov'd being shares 
The true delight that purity inspires. 

Then shall that young and anguish'd heart rejoice. 
If from a guilty course, each step was stayed 

By power unseen, but felt: unheard the voice. 
Which for that soul's salvation inly prayed ! 
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LOCH LOMOND. 

SDNDAT. 

OCH LOMOND, oa thy peaceful breast 

No trace of trouble dwells ; 
To thee, the Sabbath is a rest — 

Ko boat thy ripple swells ! 



/jyTijri. The swallow ever on the wing, 
Her snow-white bosom laves. 
And speckled trout ofE upward spring 
Beneath thy tranquil waves I 

This is the time the inward voice 
Speaks low, but will be heard; 

And thoughts of heaven the heart rejoice, 
By holy feelings stirred ! 




LOCH LOMOND. 29 

Fronting the mountain, calm I sit. 

Nor dream of crowds so near ; 
The silence does the day befit. 

Nought worldly pains the ear. 

Ben Lomond I Lofty is the name 

To thee by Poets given. 
Ever^ for ever, still the same I 

Thy high top rais'd towards Heaven! 

When on thy hoary head he stands. 

With awe the pilgrim's bosom fills ; 
And now, at length, he understands 

What means the *' Everlasting Hills 1" 





AUTUMN THOUGHTS. 



O tips the Bummer'a fading treasures^ 

Autumti's fingers dipped in gold, 

Just as time his footsteps measares. 

In tints that tell of growing old. 

The cheek of youth, its warm carnation 
Changed in age for tints more cold ; 

And raven locks, vain admiration! 

Are streaked with grey : we're growing old ! 



Our childish intellect and mind. 

In youth fresh strength and pow'r unfold. 
But pass by, like "the idle wind," 

In age, the mind of man grows old ! 

Then is there nothing which can last? 

Must all be as a tale soon told? 
Oh, no ! though time itself be past, 

The soul of man can ne'er grow old 1 




HARRIETT'S GRAVE. 



laid Ber in a foreign grave. 
Our lov'd and cherieh'd cliild ; 
Alone with Him, who died to save, — 
The Saviour meek and mild I 

That parting hour was sad indeed. 

Our tears profusely flowed. 
When stranger soil received the seed. 

The precious seed, we sowed. 

We planted there a little flower. 
Beneath the bright blue sky, 

And sweet 'twill rest, till that glad hour 
When dawns Eternity ! 

My Harriett! dear Harriett! 

Fond yearning hearts are pained, 
And sinful nature bids foi^et. 

The glory thou hast gained. 
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Eye hath not seen^ ear hath not heard^ 
The things prepared for thee; 

Thy joy is present^ — not deferred, — 
Full, boundless as the seal 

We would have chained thee to life's strand. 
To soothe, to charm, to bless. 

Perceiving not the Father's hand. 
The Robe of Righteousness I 

Thy sweet example deep impressed 
On each young heart and mind. 

Still speaking from thy "early rest" 
Shall chords respondve find! 

Then sweetly sleep, dear cherish'd one. 

We seek our native shore; 
And when our earthly course is run. 

We meet to part no more! 



THE MARBLE COLUMN AND THE 
BROKEN SHAFT. 



PART II. 

Here, in the precincts of that sacred place. 
Stands a fair column with its broken shaft ; 

And pilgrims come, with reverent step to trace 
Her name and verse, engraved by workman's craft. 

But in the tablets of His book above. 

Her name inscribed in words of living light. 

Writ by the pen of everlasting love : 

The same that bid the inspired Apostle write — 



"Blest are the dead!" The dead who die in Him, 
Cleansed in His blood, from ev'ry taint of sin ; 

Their works do follow, and their labours cease. 

In that pure realm of Rest, and Love, and Pe,ace ! 

F 




THE WARNING. 

I HE wily serpent raises not his crest 
Nor frights the unconscious sleeper from his rest; 
But coiling round, at first with gentle folds. 
Till firm the grasp of death, its victim holds ! 
Oh! there^s a deadlier foe than even this! 

The man who, reckless of the holiest ties. 
Blighted fond hopes, to meet temptation flies; 
Luring his hapless victim to her doom. 
Through seas of deepest sorrow, to the tomb. 

Long years of grief succeed this dream of bliss. 

In the soft breath of passion's lightest sigh, 
In the bright glance of beauty's speaking eye; 
Although no sound is heard, closed lips are mute, 
Yet kindred spirits read, nor can refute. 
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la ev'ry look that leads the heart astray. 
From the plain path of Virtue's perfect way; 
In ev'ry thought, though treasured in the heart. 
That bids the bloom of innocence depart: 

In these consist the guilt! 

The heart that beats with feelings deep and strong. 
Firm in its purity^ dreams not of wrong ; 
Till roused from sleep, to feel the galling chain 
Of censure's breath — that deep, unfading stain I 

Thou standest on the giddy precipice I 
Sweet maiden, pause; tempt not the dread abyss. 
Nor take the plunge, that seals thy fate for ever. 
Onward the path! Thou shalt retrace it, never; 

Before thee is the grave! 





THE DAISY. 

PENING to day's bright eye her silver veat. 
Her leaflets trembling in the moming dew, 

Fringed witli a purple tint, as newly drest 
In youthful beauty old; but ever new! 

With Spring returns this little homely flower : 
Who in their youth haa never made the chaia ? 

Whiling the length of many a leisure hoar. 
Beguiling childhood of some care or pain! 



(Inevitable lot of man below. 

The sad inheritance of our fall'n state 

Touching with ita ating the high and low. 

The young, the old, the humble, and the great I) 

Fearless she site apon her stalwart atem, 

Her boeom warm'd with day's efiulgent beam; 

Her tacit cenaure well may thoae condemn 
Who look on life as one long careless dream; 
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Exposing reckless to the dangerous night 
(Damp with foul exhalations from beneath, 

And all the evil influences in their flight) 
Their precious souls to ruin and to death. 

She, when the Lamp of Day is quick descending, 
Like a good housewife, safely guards her home; 

The flower no more her tiny arms extending. 

Wraps herself round, and waits the dawn to come. 

Oh I when at life's decline, with weary feet. 
We near the couch of Everlasting Best, 

Wrapt in the garment by Christ's blood made meet. 
May we awake in robes of white new drest I 





A MOTHER'S PRAYER. 



NGELS and ministering spirits, guard her rest; 
Sweet be her slumbers on my troubled breast ; 
Your glittering wings, protecting, o'er her throw, 
Softer than eider-down, fair wreaths of snow. 



With holiest thoughts possess her midnight dreams; 
Lead her by fountains sweet, and cooling streams; 
FiQ her with visions of the world to come. 
The joyful land, the happy spirits' home! 

Conduct where, bathed in light, on Heaven'ii high seat, 

The Saviour sits, and place her at His feet ; 

Then pour afresh that balm of human woe. 

The calm, deep sleep, which guiltless infants know. 

Her fever'd limbs, with health and strength renew'd ; 
Her soul refreshed, with glimpse of Heaven imbued ; 
Back to her duties, thankful, bid her home, 
A happier being for the time to come ! 



ON SEEING A TODNG BIRD RESTOBED TO LIBERTT, AN1> 
AFTEEWAEDe DROWNED BT DROPPING INTO THE SEA. 



ADDRESSED TO W. R. H. 

LOATING on Ocean's bosom let it rest. 
So BOon departed from life's joys and cares ; 

Scarce had it lefl the ehelt'ring parent nest, 
Ere the grim tyrant seized — who never spares I 

But while we sorrow o'er an early death. 
And mourn the loee of happiness unknown. 

We deem not of the griefs that lurk beneath 
The brightest fate that we can paint our own 




In childhood's hours, when summer suns are bright 
Who dreams of trouble in a world like this? 

Or counta that 'neath the moon's pale silver light 
There yawns the deep and fathomless abyss? 
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MERCIES. 



Thou gav'st it liberty, then let it rest; 

'Twill softly sink beneath the dark blue sea: 
No restless anguish can invade that breast. 

No fear of judgment, or eternity. 




MEKCIES. 



FRAGMENT. 



HE mercies God has given I would recount: 
The longest summer day would fail in time; 

Each hour, each day, so swells the great amount 
Of blessings richly shed o'er me and mine I 



Amidst them all, the gift of reason stands 

Pre-eminent; enabling men to know 
From whom all blessings flow, from Him whose hands 

Diffiise, all that can happy make below! 




THE OLD QREEN WALK, 
DORSET. 




SUMMER THOUGHTS. 

LOVE to see the fresh flowers gaily springing, 
I love to hear the Blackbird's wild notes ringing. 
The timid Hare's quick, fearful movements watch. 

Familiar sights and soimds of Nature catch; 

Amidst the darkening woods well pleased to stray. 

Cheating of weariness, this sultry day. 

Through the green walk, where each remembered spot 
Tells me of days gone by — friends who are not ! 
My footsteps, silent, on its mossy path. 
Something of fond and faithful memory hath ; 
Like the deep thoughts, that dwell within the mind. 
Which no responsive echoes ever find. 

The old alcove still terminates the glade, 
Beposing there embosom'd in the shade; 
The firs o'erhanging, with their twisted limbs, 
Cover'd with ivy, where the squirrel climbs; 
Vaulting from tree to tree, with airy grace. 
Denizen free, of this dear, ancient place 



I 
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All these are sights and sounds^ remembered well^ 
Still bringing back to me^ sweet childhood's spell: 
Full many are the pangs that Fate has given 
Since then^ and fondest ties abruptly riven. 
Oh, Memory ! thou art busy at my heart. 
One cherish'd image ne'er can thence depart I 

Brother, companion, friend, instructor thou! 

How changed, how cold, the world without thee now ! 

Though many a weary year has gone and sped. 

Since thou, loved one, wert numbered with the dead. 

In brightest Spring, in loveliest Summer day. 

When Autumn's golden tints foretell decay. 

Or Winter's angry frown holds iron sway. 

In gayest scenes thy image holds its place. 
Nor time nor absence can such love efface — 
It lies too deep ; and in my inmost mind. 
Brother, thy cherish'd image still I find. 
And the fond hope revives, in worlds of bUss, 
That we shall meet; the loved and lost in this! 




THE COTTAGE BY THE ROAD. 

SAW them in iheir cottage home, 
That kind and humhle pair ; 
Of gauds and grandeur there was qonej 
But Honesty was there I 

A draught of miUc or t«a, she e^d, 

To take, I need not fear. 
The hearth swept up, and tidj made, 

A welcome kind was there I 

Ben hied him home to bid us speed. 

And ask for Pastor dear; 
The tongue proved tmant at his need. 

No outward sound was there I 

And down his sunburnt, manly cheek 

O'erflow'd the unbidden tear ; 
He look'd the thoughts he could not speak. 

Emotion deep was there I 
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Then look'd she anxious^ hard, and smiled — 

And he look'd down on her. 
Each like some troubled, startled child. 

Inquiry keen was there. 

^* What think'st thou, Ben ?" And "Dame, how thou ?" 

Old friends still hold us dear ? 
You see, we're not forgotten now ? " 

And grateful Pride was there 1 

**And does the church stand where it did — 

The little cottage near ? 
And t'other place, where long we bid ? " 

Deep love of Home was there 1 

Regretfully I took my leave. 

For all the world holds dear. 
These honest hearts, I would not grieve. 

Such truth and worth is there! 




THE SEA. 



HE Sea, how restless roll its waves 
On this bleak, barren shore; 

Whilst rock and cavern which it laves 
Loud echo back its roar. 



The north-east wind is blowing strong 
Across the struggling main. 

O'er many a form its depths among 
We ne'er shall see again 1 

But through yon dark and heavy cloud 
The sun shines once more bright. 

Like gleams of hope and joy bestow'd 
In sorrow's darkest night I 
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I'm watching yet the wild waves rush : 
Tide ebbs — they back recede. 

Like joys of youth in spring-tide flush. 
Which troubles must precede. 



In this sad fleeting world of ours, 

Nought lingers in one stay; 
Time, like the tide, each wave devours; 

Shades darkest, usher day 1 * 



Then restless roll, thou dark blue sea! 

Time cannot stay thy tide ; 
Eternity shall master thee! — 

All earthly things beside. 



The darkest period of the night just precedes the dawn ! 




THE CRYSTAL PALACE BY MOONLIGHT. 



HE Sun has sunk deep in hie Ocean bed, 
Closed is the glory of an Autums day. 
Fainter and ftunter glows the rosy red, 

Which marka the traces of his downward 
way. 

^1 The Moon has ris'n, shedding a light so mild I 
Hushed is the trouhled sound of restless man. 
That I could think myself, again a child, 
s\L Q ^ Whilst I, amazed, the scene hefore me scan. 

'Tis like the fairy tales, in youth I read, 

Where viewless builders raised the magic pile. 

Where Knight and Lady on the greensward tread. 
Whose precinctfl nought can enter, mean or vile. 
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Sleeping in Moonlight lay those Domes and Towers, 
Each apex glittering in its shining rays. 

Like some fair Princess, tranced, by unseen powers. 
We read, and dreamt of, in our youthful days! 

See 'mid those walls, desert, and silent now, 
(Save of my footsteps, there is heard no sound,) 

Arch beyond arch mysteriously grow. 
In endless distances, in gloom profound! 

Hark ! whence that echo, through this midnight scene ? 

Sure 'tis the sound of human speech I hear I 
Foreign the accent, words full well I ween. 

Come from th' illustrious dead, embodied here! 

Why beats my heart with such tumultuous pain. 
That I can scarce those words so strange receive 

Into mine ears? How sad the mournful strain! 
Let me approach to listen, learn, believe. 

Tasso is mourning o'er the prostrate lyre. 
Mute or forgotten, in Ausonian shades, 

Petrarch is asking, where is now the fire 

That erstwhile waked deep thrill in southern maids? 
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Shakespeare^ whose mighty mind no time can quench. 
Looks on in vain, to see his works revive. 

He starts to hear a Vaudeville played in French, 
And all the town, to see it played, alive. 

Great Bubens looks, and is a giant here, 

He asks to whom his pencil has been given? 

No answer; then a faint voice whispers clear: 

" He drew the Saviour and then took't to Heaven." 

Here a wood nymph, with light and aerial tread. 
Hails with a joyous laugh, old Socrates, and says, 

"These are strange times, when all the mighty dead. 
Are ris'n to life, to hear their own loud praise." 

Midst Statesmen there is Pitt, discoursing o'er. 
With Fox, the many battles they had fought. 

When standing on proud Westminster's changed floor. 
Like other changes, they think, dearly bought, 

Goethe and Galileo hold discourse. 

About the stars, and many a mystic thing! 

Fair Sappho seized a lute, nor felt remorse, 
Put sang till Cupid from her side took wing I 
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Mercuiy follows with a message sweet. 
Praying the urchin to retnm with speed ! 

He brings the captive to his charmer's feet. 
And in her glowing smile receives his meed. 

There sits the Prince of Darkness, black as night ! 

Still meditating mischief, as of old; 
Beautiful in form, and as an angel bright; 

Breathing deep curses 'gainst the one true fold. 

Fearful to look on, is that stalwart form. 
Origin of Evil I Outward still so fair! 

Epitome of passion's wildest storm, 

Avaunt thee I Fiend ! nor aught of malice dare. 

Ear must not hear his mutt'rings 'neath his breath; 

The deeds he's counselling, though still undone! 
Bitterness and fraud, and violence and death. 

Are in his heart, and heard in every tone! 

But who is this, that clad in light attire. 

Trips with light steps Alhambra's courts along? 

Sure 'tis Xarifa, with her eyes of fire. 

Her lost Abdallah charming back with song! 



"IK- 
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Where has she laid her golden cushion down? 

While to her grief, she, plaintive, thus gives voice. 
Gazing on crowds who flock from every town. 

Still seeking him, who can her heart rejoice. 

And who is she, who in Pompeia's Hall, 

With gentle looks, and bended head sits there? 

Like one, who held in Love's sweet secret thrall. 
Unseen, unknown, wrapt in her own sad care I 

But now she turns this way her drooping head — 
Lo ! 'tis the graceful Nydia's bending form ! 

Whose sightless eyes! Alas, misfortune dread! 
See nought of danger ! She but feels the storm ! 

Unrivalled Handel stays entranced to hear 

Many a strain of purest Melody ! 
When Mendelssohn's sweet numbers meet his ear 

With feeling fraught, and richest Harmony I 

In him he hails a kindred spirit I One 

Who tunes his graceful harmony, to praise 

The Giver of the gift; and every tone 
Is consecrated thus, of those blest lays ! 
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Behold^ in dignity, our much lov'd Queen, 
Stands midst her ancestry, in tranquil joy. 

Watching the progress of her work I ween, 
Invented to beguile, reward, employ. 

Those who in sorrow ply their daily task. 
Whose talents else had found no fit display — 

But now in her kind smile, exulting, bask, 
Which e'er on merit sheds its fostering ray! 

Long may she live! to rule and bless our land! 

A soldier's and a sailor's Queen is she I 
Great in position, in her virtues grand ; 

The people's friend 1 her Home's felicity ! 

See! Standing by, our much lov'd noble Prince! 

Delighting in the scene of her great joy ! 
Whose gen'rous heart true pleasure does evince 

To see her thus her Queenly thoughts employ! 

But hark! I hear no sound! the hum is hush'd! 

I can. discern nor Peasant, crowd, nor King ! 
Quick from mine eyes these cobwebs must be brush'd 

I surely dream ! I wake I " there's no such thing ! " 




TO EMMA'S MEMORY. 

FOHGET MB NOT. 

ITTLE flower of azure blue, 
Emblem of the pure and true! 
Forget me not I though unexprest, 
The hidden thought of ev'ry breasti 

When to Love we bid adieu. 
When a fnend departs from view, — 
Forget me not ! that babn of woe. 
Intercepts, and breaks the blow t 

When the child to school returns, 
For Home his aching bosom yearns;- 
Forget me not! hie heartsick cry. 
Whilst a tear falls silently! 
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When to foreign climes we range. 
Where all things are cold and strange,- 
Forget me notl what balm is there^ 
Soothing absence, pain, and care ! 

When at last, that time is come, 
I must take my flight tow'rds home. 
Forget me not ! Grant me but this. 
To sleep in Peace, and wake in bliss ! 



1*^*5 




"THE ECHO." 

SONG. 

HAT voice has. left an echo, in my heart 
And when I would forget, it sounds* again ! 

I cannot bid those soft, sweet tones depart. 
And every effort to forget is vain. 

'Tis like the lingering sound of Ocean's swell. 
Which from the distance faintly strikes the ear; 

Or like a deep-toned, well remembered bell. 
Waking one fond regret, one silent tear! 




LOCH MORLICH. 



^.^^^ ^MILING in sunlight, Morlioli peaceful lay! 
^J^-p^f'. And o'er her glassy bosom, fitful play 

^^' The lovely tints of mountain Summer's day I 



The deepest purples, and the lirighteBt bluel 
With shades of pink, and greys of every hue ; 
Transparent seen, the glittering medium through I 

A cloud o'ertopped the mountain, chased the sun I 
Like friends departing, sadly, one by one. 
Melting to grey, each brilliant tint is gone I 



The mountain wreath descends in drops of rain, 
Like tears we shed, to ease our secret pain; — 
The storm of Faasion past I 'tis bright again I 



GIPST COBNEB. 

And thu8 the sleep of youth, perturb'd and light, 
Reflecta in dreams, its varying hopes and fears, 
So Boon depart their vieiona pure and bright! 
Who sleep in smiles, oft wake again in tears I 




GIPSY COENBR. 



FBAOMEVT. 



EEP blue the sky with fleecy clouds between 1 
The fields of waving com of brilliant green. 
The lark uprising, high, and higher flies, 
The bright inhabiter of sununer skies ! 



'f 



'^ " Sing on sweet bird I nor aught intrusive deem* 
The ear that lists, enchanted to the stream. 
Of sounds, that issuing sweetly from thy throat. 
Faint and more faint, above the ether float!" 




LEAVE TAKING. 

DIEU I adieu I tte time is past, 
That we may spend together; 
These joya of earth, they cannot last. 
When gone, — they're gone, for ever I 

We've loT'd upon the mountain aide. 
And gaily trod the heather; — 
-^ We've wander'd by the silver tide. 
In loveliest summer weather! 

But may the friendship here commenced. 

Survive the lapse of time, 
And in Eternity condene'd 
Be changed to joya sublime! 



The sorrows of this Life of ours 

Are many and aevere. 
But we may gather aweeteat dowers, 

With which our hearts to cheer I 




THE INVITATION. 

M HE Rose aud Pink will soon be blowing, 
I'V" Come and see them while you may— 
' * Like fresh tints on Youth's cheek glowing, 
Sweet their presence, short their stay! 

Come my Edie, come my Hally, 
You, a welcome, fond, will meet. 

Wreaths of Lilies of the Valley, 
Offer you their incense sweet! 

Pure and lovely God has made them ' 
Kising from their wint'ry tomb. 

Ere the stains of life pervade them. 
Come and see them in their bloom 1 



While we gaze upon their beauty. 
Think, that like them, we must die ! 

Early choose the path of Duty, 
So to bloom beyond the sky ! 




ST. PAUL'S VOYAGE. 

HE winds blew softly, o'er the dark 

blue sea! 
And white bmIs Sutter'd in the balmy gale; 
And hearts expectant, dare futurity, 
Nor heed the inepir'd Apostle's warning 
tale I 

How gallantly that crowded, well-built bark. 
Glides o'er the rippliag wave, in sunny hours. 

Unconscious of the tempest fierce and dark. 
That from yon distant cloud, eo deeply loural 

How many a beating heart, in that &ir ship, 
Pants with fond eagerness, his home to gain. 

Nor dreams that sorrow's cup must press the lip. 
Ere he that much lov'd haven can attain I 

Full many a thoughtless Pilgrim wand'rlng on. 
Beguiled by Summer's Sun and azure sky. 

Till on him rises, dark Euroclydon, 
Forgeta the coming great Eternity! 
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Then in the night of long and deep despair. 
There shines no light for him — no star appears — 

He hears a voice — " To meet thy God I prepare ! 
In vain he sighs ! How vain his pray'rs, his tears ! 

But midst the howling of that fearful storm^ 
When blackest darkness mantles o'er the sky. 

His straining eye perceives a holy form ; — 
In weal or woe the Christian's God is nigh! 

^ " Be not afraid ! " I will not cast away 
Any, who call on me in faith and love. 
In their deep grief, shall dawn Eternal day! 
A bright inheritance in realms above ! 





THE WOODLAND WALK. 

low Bweet the Woodland Walkl 
How wild and free the Spirit feeb 
When thus at libertyl Free from the 
Carking cares of daily Life, while 
Jfature'e ever-rarying book, before ue lies ! 
And every p^e with grace and beauty 
Bife I behold we 1 and from such fair scenes, 
Ketum more wise I Look at yon hazel Ledge 
Defaced and torn — the Cynic says. 
Sore there, no beauty dwells I 
But to the eye of taste, 'tis not forlorn F 
For there the golden Kingcup's 
Brilliant form, dispels the sombre hue. 
Cast by its dark brown shades, and sits 
In mimic grandeur, though unheeded and 
Alone! See too, the graceful forms of 



THE WOODLAND WALK, 

Ivy cHng, to each decaying root, 

Like the embrace of ^e and infancy I 

Wood Sorrel and Ground Ivy flourisli here 

And grace the scene. Still more the 

Climbing plant whose virtue yields 

To sickness sach alloy ! Long might I 

Ramble in these Sylvan shades 

And still find traces of Creative power, 

And wonders, on each hand. 

But the descending sun and rising dew, 

Warn me to homeward turn my steps. 

Adieu, sweet sunshine ! 

Speed the parting day I 

Return to-morrow I Since 

You may no longer stayl 




IMPROMPTU ON HEARING A SOLDIER 
COMPARED TO A FIELD POPPY 1 

XN coat of scarlet drese'd 
I Well made, and new, 
' Whose brilliant tint outshines 

The Tyrian hue I 

Behold the Poppy! 

By no shade concealed. 

It standB confessed. 

The Boldier of the field ! 

The dazzling lustre 
Of its full dark eye, 
That seems to laugh. 
When other flow'rets eighj 
And humbly bending. 
Feigns at least to yield ! 
Alike the soldier. 
Of the camp and field I 




! strike the harp, and bid the " lark " 

arise, 
1 fluttering wing, exultant to the skies ; 
ly magic touch, can make soft echo 

ring, 
th sweetest sounds, which herald forth 
Hie spring. • 

, bid thy "wood song" on my spirit 
reathe 
A sense of calm and peace ; and I'll enwreathe 
Fur thee, a votive coronal of flowers. 
Culled freshly from our lov'd, sweet, vocal bow'ra. 
Music ! thy spells have ever charms for me. 
To latest ^e, from earliest infancy ; 
Thy tones awaken memories most dear. 
Of times and friends, departed many a year : 
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The heart still echoes to the love long past. 

Buried, — not lost, — true love, will ever last. 

How strange that midst the wreck of human things, 

The heart, still young, to youth's affections clings! 

But come with me, and range the verdant fields. 

Once more enjoy the charm, pure nature yields. 

See how the bluebell, graceful, hangs her head. 

Like a young widow mourning o'er her dead ; 

The cowslip, with her sunny golden bells. 

Kings out sweet music! in her tiny cells, — 

The Bee her honey seeks, with drowsy tone. 

And prides herself that music is her own. 

Thus many a Tyro, first adopts his lays. 

So robs the Poet, then demands his bays. 

But to return : the harp now strike again. 

And ears entranced, shall listen to the strain; 

While Taliessen's spirit, hovering near. 

Will linger long, such kindred sounds to hear. 




SCOTT'S TOWER. 

I ISINGr on high o'er this fair favoured laud. 
Memorial of true worth, diatinguieh'd stand. 
The past around thee throws a softening veil. 
Gilding with intereBt deep each well-known tale. 
Within thy walls, the hand of taste upraised. 
With silent tokens, touchingly has praised. 
Far more than words, with relics fondly placed. 
And in their application doubly graced. 
Behold fair Ellen in her native isle. 
Waiting Fitz-James, with anxious winning smile ; 
And there Montrose, the noble, and the hrave; 
And Effie, too, no warning voice could save. 
But who shall paint the love that bosom stirred 
To plead her cause, who had so deeply erred ? 
Thrice noble Jeanie, whilst pure truth endures. 
Such hrave, unselfish love, thy fame secures. 




Scott's toaver. 69 

Still while we linger midst these well-known friends, 
Our gaze will wander to the line, where blends 
£ach fertile hill and valley to the sea : 
Fair, matchless Kent, I yearn with love to thee! 
And then again we turn to things of old. 
And dwell with rapture, on those tales oft-told; 
Bend to the "Bard Immortal" pictured there. 
Sharing the honour paid to talent rare — 
Say— can such spirits, wandering sometimes near. 
Their choicest morsels, as sweet music hear? 
While echo charmed, thus renders back each tone 
Of his lov'd voice, who makes each bard his own ; 
Healing the wounds by ruthless readers made; 
Giving each salient point, true light, and shade. 
Harmonious numbers, more harmonious making. 
And for these old, each fiction new, forsaking. 
Farewell, dear Scott I Great Shakespeare, fare thee well ! 
In memory long shall "loved," and "lover," dwell. 




< 



TO THE CUCKOO. 



AIL, geotle harbinger of Spring, 
Of graceful form and ashy hue ; 
|l S SS^^^ k ^S^^ ^''® seen thee on the wing. 

And heard thy well-known note, Cuckoo! 
Whence cam'st thou to this lonely shore ? 

Across the weary, distant sea? 
At each return I love thee more, 
. And fain would solve this mystery. 
In early days, now long passed by, 

As strolling o'er the heath-paths wild, 
I heard thy merry, welcome note. 
In such strange sort as me beguiled 
Of some sad tlioughts, which on me press'd. 
And made me amile, as if some fay 



TO THE CUCKOO. 

My doubts and wishes then htMl guoas'd. 

And whiepered thee — to clear away ! 
Reflected 'gainst the azure sky, 

I saw thy taper form approach 
In rapid flight; and suddenly, , 

Ere I could my opinion broach, 
Kight over head, both tuud, and clear, 

Whilst doubting, whether thrush or pie. 
Thy 'customed accents met mine ear, 

And solved at least that mystery. 
Three times thy call did I discern ; 

Then straight and swift thy onward flight: 
" Farewell, sweet bird," I said ; " return. 

After the long, drear, winter's night ! " 




THE GRAVE. 

ENEATH the shade of yonder cypresB tree. 
Sheltered from public gaze, in calm retreat. 

Where the sun's evening rays fall silently, 
Sacred the spot where now his sleep is sweet. 

Cut off too soon in manhood's early prime ; 

Taken at once from all he lov'd away: 
Oh 1 let me mingle tears of grief with thine. 

And weep with those, who Badly wept that 
day 1 



Gentle his spirit, gentle, too, his speech ; 

"With him, the words of harshness ne'er found voice ; 
The will of God 'twas his delight t» preach — 

To grieve with mourners, with the glad rejoice. 
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Around his grave, oh! let the field-flow'r spring; 

The primrose and the violet, both be there ; 
Above his head, still bid the wild bird sing. 

His morning note of praise, his evening prayer. 

And tell that widow'd heart, who meekly bends 
Her aching thoughts towards this sacred spot, 

A friendly hand, with constant reverence tends. 
The little flower he lov'd, Forget-me-not 1 



We need not bid her seek the means of grace. 
Sorrow like hers could ne'er be borne alone; 

Revealed to her our Saviour's blessed face. 
Her spirit keeps prostrated at His Throne. 



In yonder holy pile, when prayer is made, 
A fervent one for her, is raised on high: 

That he who calmly rests, his ransom paid, 
Will meet her there, in realms above the sky. 




PLEASANT dream I had last night; 
I woke, and lo I 'twss gone I 
Like dew, which on the mountain's aide. 
The Bun has shone upon. 



I thought my childhood's happy hours. 

Returned once more to me ; 
While pleasure strewed my path with flow'n 

My heart beat high with glee I 



Then no foreboding thoughts had I, 

Of painful after years ; 
And if I wept, or heav'd a sigh. 

Smiles soon chas'd off my tears. 



BREAMING. 75 

I laid me down to sleep once more. 

And tried to dream again, 
But nought the vision would restore — 

My waking thoughts were pain I 

The lovely scenes of youth's fair mom, 

I courted to my view ; 
When first our dearest hopes are born. 

And each fond heart is true ! 

A vision came^ at my request; 

The sweetest words were spoken — 
My wild heart throbbed within my breast, 

I woke, and found it broken! 

In vain, I said, I'll sleep no more. 

Since waking gives such pain! 
My eyes grew dimmer than before. 

And soon, I slept again. 

But now I saw a lovely form. 

All earthly forms above! 
Which offer'd refuge from the storm. 

Where all is peace and love. 



DBE AMINO. 




I thought I heard the heavenly strainB, 
Which angels sing on high, 

To celebrate Hia pnuee, who reigns. 
Beyond the starry sky. 

Once more I woke, but now my dream 

Brought happiness to me; 
It iAught me this life's troubled stream 

Leads on Eternity ! 



, SONG. 

H 1 tell him not that we must part to-day ! 
Oh I tell him noti 
For it will grieve him at his heart. 
<i Oh I tell him not, I pray I 

\\ From this loy'd spot must I go forth again? 
Here would I always stay I 
Let not my tears, my pray'rs, be all in vain, 
Bid all my doubts away. 
And I will stay I 



'"S^ THE HAHNTED CHAMBEE. 

M IVE me the Works of Shakespeare I light the 
lamp I 
Heap up the Christmas l(^s, and pile tbem 
highl 
Q-ive me an easy chair I and then decamp I 
For I'm the man, a ghost to brave,— defy I 

So spoke the fearless one, and brave was he I 
He sipped the cheering wine-cup, lounged 
at ease. 

Was soon deep wrapped in magic poetry! 
Writ by that pen, which never fiuls to please. 

Shakespeare ! Immortal Shakespeare I Was it strange 
That from thy Votary's mind, all fear hath fled P 

Thy numbers have the pow'r, sad thoughts to change. 
They make us live again, with those long dead! 




78 THE HAUNTED CHAMBER. 

The clock had stricken one^ not long before; 

Our hero started, as the *^ green door " swung ; 
Footsteps with stealth passed down the corridor^ 

And on the sound, his anxious ear now hung. 

The door was gently open'd — steps passed in; 

Crossed o'er the floor; and then approached the bed; 
Breathless he listened — Something had come in! 

He could not see — distinct the manly tread. 

And now the struggle came of Life and Death ! 

Grim murder did his coward work at length, 
The helpless victim, render'd up her breath. 

Overcome by treachery, and giant strength ! 

Long was the agony ; severe the pangs ; 

Ere the chafed spirit left her mangled clay ! 
For, like a bloodhound, with relentless fangs. 

He dragged, and dragged; then knelt her life away. 

The work of blood was done, and outward passed 
The murderer of a girl both fair and young ! 

His footsteps died away, and then at last — 
As when he came — ^again the " green door " swung I 




THE HAUNTED CHAMBER. 79 

Horror had seized our hero ! Well it might I 
For he sat gazing with unblenching eye, 

In vain he looked — no mortal met his sight. 
He felt that spirit strife, was passing by. 

Is't that the guilty spirit finds, in Hell, no rest? 

But to that blood-stained chamber oft must come; 
With loathing hate, and coward fear opprest. 

Nightly repeat the deed; then, skulk back home? 

Say, is it part of man's great punishment. 

To haunt the scene of crime, with fell despair; 

Like Macbeth, muttering the sentiment, 

" To look on what I've done — no more — I dare "? 

The Spirit's Home! It must be Heaven or Hell; 

There is no third estate for aught of earth; 
Since must the unpardoned soul with devils dwell. 

To what deep thoughts this awful truth gives birth. 

Heaven is the place of Rest, and Joy, and Peace, 

And angels vie in acts of Holy Love. 
There, shall all dreadful deeds of darkness cease ; 

Nor murder foul, pollute the realms above. 
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SPRING THOUGHTS. 

HE bee is on the flower. 

The swallow's on the wing. 
Buds opening ev'ry hour 

To the voice of early spring! 



I I Luxuriant herbage growing, 

I i r 

'• Verdant in noon-tide ray. 

O'er beds of lilies blowing, 
I Sweet wanton zephyrs play ! 



The voice of bird-note wild,- 

The deep dim woods among. 
The ear of Nature's child 



f^j Holds dear the woodland song! 




SPRING THOUGHTS. 81 

Pure hearts with joy and gladness 

And happiness expand, 
'Twould seem all grief and sadness 

Had vanished from the land ! 

The graceful dew-drop shining. 

Through noon's departing ray, 
The nightingale repining, 

Join'd with the cuckoo's lay. 

With balmy fragrant breath. 

Sweet soul-reviving Spring ! 
O'er types of this world's deatli 

Hope's cheering garlands fling. 




M 



THE STRICKEN FLOWER. 

HE Father spake in love, and it was done! 
He called the meaaenger of death, and bade 
him epeed. 
To touch the child. He claimed, for Hie alone 1 
For life eternal, from amidst the dead I 

I heard the rustling of his sable plumes. 
Descending sofbly through the heavy air; 

And singling out the loveliest flower that blooms. 
He broke it off, and left it withering there ! 



Three liays and nights of deepest, anguished, pain. 
We watched the fading of that darling one ; 

The skill and care of man, were all in v^n, 

The Hand which struck, could save, and that alone ! 




THE STRICKEN FLOWER. 83 

Amidst the stormy wind and rain which fell. 
While sitting by the little sufferer's bed, 

Distinct I heard, sweet music's plaintive spell, — 
It might be, — waiting angels overhead! 

Julia Elizabeth! — could it thine errand be 
To wait the issiie of that struggle dire ? 

To bear the parting spirit to eternity. 

To comfort aching hearts and hope inspire ! 

Now all is over, and green turf is spread. 

And prayers low uttered, o'er that precious clay! 

Confided to Christ's loving care, the "infant dead," 
To rise with Him upon the Judgment Day ! 




THE SABBATH BELLS. 

HOSE Sabbath belle how sweet they sound, 
Kow falling on the ear, 
While here I sit, and wish that I, 
Like othera, could he there. 

I think how oft in former timeB 
The church path I have trod. 

When called by those sweet Sunday cliimee. 
To seek the Honse of God I 

But now, upon me He has l^d, 

His chastening hand in lore I 
In weakness He my bed has made — 

I all His goodness prove I 

Not few nor email my comforts here. 

My days in peace are spent; 
My mind is left me bright and clear. 

Shall I not be content? 
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How many live with that best part — 

The soul^ dark clouded o'er^ 
And neither human prayers nor art^ 

That blessing can restore ! 

Then let me cultivate the pow'rs^ 

A gracious God has given; 
And thus my solitary hours 

May lead my thoughts tow'rds heaven ! 

For there all bright intenigbnce^ 

Supremest height will gain. 
And freed from earthly dross, each sense 

Pertection will attain! 

And shall we see our Saviour's face? 

And live with Him in joy? 
And every power, and every sense. 

In praising Him employ? 

Then joyful ring sweet holy peal! 

I love those Sabbath bells ! 
True rest and peace, oh! make me feel 

Eternity foretells ! 




TO A SLEEPING INFANT. 

HGUGH sleep hath clos'd thy lovely langhing eyes. 
And with thy mirth, thy dimples all are fled. 
Within my breast still anxious thoughts arise. 
Still fond affection keeps me by thy bed! 

Oh! happy, could I shield thy infant head. 
From every present pain and future care, 

I'd gladly bear thy littie griefs instead. 
And soothe the sorrows, I can only share I 

Scarce two short years have passed since first the light 
hi: Of heav'n shone on thy sweet unconscious view. 

Since first thou met'st the idolizing sight 
Of her, who then a mother's rapture knew I 

The golden locks that shade thy brow of snow, 
H i That brow which promise gives of future worth ; 

Those rounded limbs which fair proportion show. 
Now call affection's fondest praises forth. 




TO A SLEEPING INFANT. 87 

While silently I watch thy angel face 1 

And mark the tranquil heaving of thy breast. 

Of innocence it seems the dwelling-place, — 

The couch whereon thy lovely form, finds rest! 

Exemption from life's cares, I do not crave. 
Nor vain presumptuous hopes for thee express. 

But pray thou mayst be virtuous, kind, and brave! 
For justice famed, for truth, and gentleness I 

The blessings I would ask for thee, are those 
Which shed a lustre, when our youth is fled. 

And when a well-spent life draws to a close, 
Reflect a brightening halo round the dead! 

Oh! may thy youth and manhood still display. 
The temper sweet, aflectionate, and mild. 

And may thy after life show forth each day. 
The qualities which now endear the child! 

Though not to thee a Mother's care I owe. 
Fond, ardent, wishes for thy welfare rise! 

Upsped to Him^ from whom all blessings flow! 
On heav'n's bright throne, on high, beyond the skies! 



ALBINIA TO HEE LOVEK. 

+^s>j^SIS all Id vun! these efforts to foi^et 

But faster bind the links in memory's cliun. 

Recall each thiilling word when last we met — 

Each look — and all the past returne again! 

Music I shun, each chord responsive wakes 
Some feeling I would hush I It speaks of one. 

Whose heart unchanged, like mine, in ralence 
breaks, 
Mixing in busiest scenes, and yet alonel 

Yet not alone, — in crowd and solitude, 

The deep-toned music of that voice I hear, 

Alike in sleeping or in waking mood 

Fancy returns the form still held so dearl 

The pencil's mimic arts no more delight — 

Where is the lip that prused, the speaking eye. 

Whose glowing animation, darkly bright, 

Still brighter shone, with loved Albinia nigh? 




ALBINIA TO HER LOVER. 89 

How fruitless then these efforts to forget! 

The joy of former meetings makes them vain ; 
The pang of parting is remembered yet. 

And though long past, is felt with present pain! 

Are nature's lovely scenes, indeed, less fair? 

And are her fairy hues for ever flown? 
Oh, no I that sun is set, in whose pure light 

To me, they shone with radiance not their own. 

At night, when musing on the starlight blaze. 
Amidst those myriads, countless as they are. 

On one alone I fix my stedfast gaze; 

So dwells my thought on thee, my " polar star." 

This is idolatry! and this fond tie 

Holds back my spirit from its Heavenward flight; 
Which else, would long to rest beyond the sky I 

Changing, for endless day, this weary night ! 
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MEMORIES, 

HEAR the sound of youthful voices 
Borne on the Autumn breeze. 
Like those, whom health and strength rejoices 
In sport, beneath the trees! 

Still mingles with that merry sound, 
A note of wailing, sweet and low! 

And memory bids the heart rebound 

With thoughts of scenes, past, long ago! 

The Pimpernel is glowing red. 
The Harebell shimmers blue. 
Fair Yarrow rears her waxen head. 



^ ■ r 

\^k Midst greens of every hue! 



The Hawk aloft on well-pois'd wing, 
Hangs fluttering o'er his prey. 

Till scared, he makes one graceful swing, 
Then coward-like — slinks away! 
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The Babbit takes his little run^ 

From furze-bush^ where he lies. 
Dame Partridge, fearless of the gun. 

Back to her stubble hies 1 

But while I muse on nature's scenes. 

On peaceful thoughts intent, 
A war note wildly intervenes, 

Midst glittering, moving tent! 

With tramp of horse, the shining file 

Are marching o'er the downy grass. 
Oh! why should man's blood, ere defile 

Bright forms like those which yonder pass? 

The clock has struck in yonder tower. 
The firs are tipp'd with bumish'd gold! 

Farewell, dear spot and fav'rite bower ! 
The sun is set, the evening cold ! 

And so each day is passing on, 

And each with memories rife; 
And so 'twill be till all are gone. 

And Death is merged in Life! 



THE LADY, THE ROBIN, AND THE GOLDFINCH. 
A FABLE. 




OW keen the cold north wind doth blowl 
And I have found no food to-day, 
For seeds are scarce, and winter's anow 
Has driven all the worms away. 

"I envy now that Ooldfinch vain. 
Dwelling within yon glittering cage I 

For what knows he of care or pain? 
Nor seeks his food from youth to age. 

"An unfledged nestling, rudely seized. 

And brought to live in palace fair. 
Content — with captive chains well pleased. 
He scorns us denizens of air. 
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" Whilst I, though coH, and worn, and numb. 
Am forced to find each worm I eat. 

And stand to beg a scatter'd crumb. 
Which he has spum'd, in his conceit." 

The Goldfinch heard not his complaint. 
But saw him hop, from spray to spray ; 

Heart-breaking sigh, and accents faint. 
Alone his bitter griefs betray. 

**The food I eat is good, 'tis true; 

My house is warm, my mistrese \dud. 
But still I sigh for scenes more new, 

I fain would now, my kindred find ! 

*^0h! could I visit distant fields. 

Where fancy pictures every joy I 
I'd know the pleasure freedom yields, 

Nor cold, nor hunger could annoy!" 

• The lady heard each bird complain. 

And quick resolved, what course to take. 
Transfer at once, the hated chain. 

And prove to each, their great mistake. 



94 THE LADY, THE ROBIN, AND THE GOLDFINCH. 

The Goldfinch wing'd his flight afar. 
In search of friends and pleasures new. 

The Robin found the door ajar. 
And said to liberty, adieu 1 

But narrow, soon, the space he found. 

His limbs were cramped, for want of play. 

His food, though nice, lay on the ground. 
The sameness tired him, day by day. 

He thought the Goldfinch all this time 

Enjoying Uberty and ease. 
Nor e'er again would he repine. 

Once more amidst his native trees! 

Soon, cold and starv'd, the goldfinch came. 
Nor friends, nor food, nor house had he; 

" Oh ! give me back my chains," he cried, 
" I've had enough of liberty I " 

The bargain struck, the prisoner free. 
Now carols blithe, the winter long ; 

In yonder ivy-mantled tree. 

The joys of freedom still his song ! 
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The lady now addressed them both. 
In words of kindness, too, she spoke; 

" Though few, to share our joys are loth. 
Still fewer bear another's yoke ! 

" The rich and poor on earth are sent. 
To fill the station Heav'n ordained. 

The poor are rich, if with content 
They eat the bread by labour gained! 

** But could they change, as you have done. 
They soon would find, your case, their own. 

The peer, with toil and labour worn. 
While care would mark the peasant's tone. 

*^ Then let content your bosoms fill. 
Seek not to try each unknown state. 

Since every station has its ill, — 
Prosperity should not elate." 
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THE LOVER TO HIS LOVE, WITH 
A BRANCH OF OAK. 

HE Ivy clings around the tree. 

Its bark it forces through: 
Here, love I a lively emblem see. 

Of what I feel for you ! 

Some say they'd rather live alone, 

That Ivy saps the growth; 
But oh! I know that two in one, 

Is aye, the best for both! 
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THE LOV'D ONE TO HER LOVER, 
WITH AN IVY SPRAY. - 

S clings the Ivy to her fav'rite tree. 

So my true heart still fondly clings to thee! 
When tried by sickness, sorrow, pains, or cares. 
Thy faithful breast each grief, each sorrow shares. 




ON A YOUNG SOLDIER. 

But sever'd from thee, all real joy departs I 
Thou dwell'st within my itimost heart of hearts ! 
(May Fate yet spare the sad dividing stroke. 
And leave the Ivy hanging round the Oak!) 
Long may we live in fondest amity. 
Emblems of that weak plant and sturdy tree ! 
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ON A YOUNG SOLDIER. 

HE brave and beautKul lies low, 
Upon a foreign strand. 

The noble spirit, happy now. 

Has reached a better land I 



We cannot see the hand of God, 
While tears invade our sight! 

But meekness under His keen rod. 
With evening brings, us light ! 
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ON A YOUNG SOLDIEK. 

As with the sun's declining rays^ 

Beflection cakns our fears^ 
Gilding with hope, our darkest days. 

And drying up our tears! 

In busy scenes of restless life. 
What dangers mark our path; 

What fearful falls, and desperate strife. 
The weary pilgrim hath ! 

To fall in youth, may seem more sad. 
To parents' yearning hearts I 

A few short years, and then how glad. 
For him who young departs 1 

So when we look back on our youth. 
The thorny road we've trod; 

Comes home, the blest consoling truth. 
Our dear one is with God 1 
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THE OLD YEAR. 

SONG. 

HE good old year has gone at last, 
And now is numbered with the past, 
Ohl may the present prosperous prove 
To us and all we fondly lovel 

Around us youth and beauty smile. 
And mirth and music, time beguile. 
May each kind heart with pleasure beat. 
And echo, still the strain repeat. 

If any here the absent mourn. 
We'll wish a happy, safe return; 
If any here find one unkind. 
We'll wish a happy change of mind. 

And now to all, here's health and peace! 
May every sin and sorrow cease! 
We'll join in loud and hearty cheer. 
To each and all, a glad New Year! 




MOONLIGHT IN SUMMER. 

HENCE came thy gorgeous light refulgent 

Say, hast thou Btol'n some fiery meteor's ray ? 
Or coacentratetl all fair stars in one, 
Thy radiance paling all things here below ? 

Sweet is the breath of evening, as it brings 
The richest perfume of the tedded hay, 

While twilight o'er the ecenei her mantle flings. 
Chasing the vivid glories of the day ! 

How calm ! how tranquil is this twilight hour, 
Hush'd every sound, that agitates the mind! 

Mute is the song of hlrds, and cloeed each flower, 
And all things seek the rest, for each designed ! 

Now o'er yon turret grey, the moon shines out, 
Lighting those ancient walls, with silv'ry rays. 

And, like true faith, dispelling ev'ry doubt, 
Like that professed from the remotest days. 
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MOONLIGHT IN SUMMEK. U)l 

Ye lovely scenes I amidst whose tranquil bow'rs 
My happy days^ are flitting quickly by, 

Fain would I sanctify the passilig hours. 
Ere in those sacred precincts, I must lie! 

There's something solemn in this silent time, 
Leading the mind to contemplation deep I 

From this sad troubled world, to that blest clime. 
Where we shall wake, from our last earthly sleep! 





THE CHURCHYARD OP KAHARNEY- 

A TRUE TALE. 

ATURE I thy greatest poet erstwhile sung, 

Man dies I but not for love I " yet here lies one 
WhoBe young heart disappointment keenly wrung. 
And soon he slept, near yonder ancient stone ! 

The maid was fur, on whom his heart was set, 
She lov'd him ngt, another filled her heart, 

In grief he pined, but never could forget. 

The only one, whose love could peace impart! 

Upon his grave, the white rose wilding bloomed, 
Marked with dark spots, unusual to her race; 

And not unseen, for crowds o'er the entombed. 
Came to behold, and tears shed, o'er the place I 

That rose 1 no human hand had planted there, 
A pitying angel dropped it from the skies I 

Emblem of sin*s dark stains on all things fair. 
The short endurance of all earthly ties. 
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On that high spot so pure and free the air^ 

That Heavenward thoughts incline to intervene; 

The view so lovely, one might sojourn there. 
For many an hour to contemplate the scene ! 

The honoured dead lie round, the youi^, the old. 
And many a one, whose mortal race was sad ; 

All safe we trust, within the Christian fold. 
In robes of Kighteousness, now richly clad. 

I saw deep musing o'er a humble tomb. 

Two of Life's Pilgrims, one was hastening on 

To take her place, 'mongst those already come; 
The other seemed, like one to linger on ! 

"To this, we all must come," the elder said, 

"Both rich and poor," I said; "good hope we have. 

When we shall mingle with our honour'd dead! 
That Christ alone both them, and us will save I" 

From her I heard, this tale o£ grief and care, 
I know not if with feeling deep she strove 1 

I asked, " How came that pale rose planted there?" 
"I do not know," she said; "they say, 'twas love I" 
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THE SNOWDROP WREATH. 



IeEI the snowdrop lifts her Read, 
Above her cold and wintry bed ! 
Sadly drooping ! as in fear 
The sharp, bleak wind should visit her ! 

Frul and f^r her graceM mien, 
In mantle of the purest green. 
Lent us for a little while. 
The gloom of winter to beguile ! 

Emblem sweet, of purity. 
Of a soul irom sin set free ; 
Worn in wreaths to celebrat«, 
A happy Angel's christening fSte I 

Type meetest, of that second birth, 
When we doff this garb of Earth ; 
And, as " darkness glides away," 
Rise to everlasting day I 
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The east wind came^ and nipt the flower. 
And took it in a bitter hour! 
But not in anger sent; 'twas love. 
That sweet flower called, to bloom above. 

The mourners' sobs repressed; their tears, 
By faith all dried! each fond heart hears 
In dead of night, when heaven's vault rings ! 
To *^ golden harps," with "silver strings." 

The faintest sigh now stilled, so hush'd. 
The aching heart seems well nigh crush'd! 
That heart to God in faith upsprings! 
An angel's pinion swept those strings ! 
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TO A. ON HER BIRTHDAY. 



M IDST the balmy breezes of fresb apring, 
First aaw the light on this auBpicious (lay, 
Aud fondest welcome met, the mud I sing, 
Now hailed by all^ ae fairest Qaeen of May 1 



Around her infant head bloomed ev'ry flower 

That yields delight, and fragrance sweet bestows. 

And whilst ehe slept, the sylphs who watched her bower. 
To her fair cheek transferr'd a blushing rose I 

Since then full many years have passed away. 
And other themes have claim'd my simple lays ; 

But shall I now her qualities display? 

Or pain her ear by utteiing forth her praise? 

Ko, I will close these lines with this fond prayer; 

May Heaven's own choicest blessings on her pour. 
Preserve her from pale grief, and secret care. 

And gild with brightest hopes her parting hourl 




THE COLPORTEUR. 

E is laden with treasures, 
MoTb countlesa by far. 
Than product of labour, 
Or fair spoils of war I 
He bends with the weight 
Of his burden, too great. 
Of a mission which ne'er 
Can be easj or straight. 

Then what is his burden? for I have been told. 
That labour is paid for in silver and gold I 
The richest of jewels, and all things most fur. 
Are comprised in the spoils of victorious war I 

Then what is his burden ? 
His harden, mere words. 
Addressed to far distant, 
And perishing hordes. 
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Oh ! mighty indeed 

Is that life-giving breath. 

The savour of life. 

Or the savour of death ! 

Not India's red gold, could buy these words of life ; 
Bought by our dying Saviour, with His bloody strife 
Salvation for all men — our sins all forgiven. 
Purchased He, when He changed Hell, for yonder 
bright Heaven. 

Then help, loving Christian, 
Help him on his way ! 
With timely alnw help him 
And, deep, inly pray. 
That floods of pure light 
May gild his toilsome track ! 
May he win sinsick souls. 
And to joy bring them back ! 





FOOT-PEINTS OF ANGELS. 

HE Foot-prints of Angela are visible; where? 
By the low grass grave, of the infant, there ! 
They are seen by the bedside of innocent youth, 
Who sleep in the shadow of trusting, and truth I 

.They are seen by the couch of the aged, who 

rest; 
Aw^ting a call, tx) the realms of the blest ! 
They are seen by the bed of the stalwart laid 

low. 
When a Fatherly hand has inflicted the blow ! 



Depriving the powerful limb of its might. 
And veiling the future, in darkness and night ; 
Commissioned to bring, from the regions above, 
The grace of submission, of duty, of love ! 

They are seen near the cot of the motherless child. 
The angel-wing fanned her, when sleeping she smiled ! 
They are seen near the sightless, her footsteps to guide 
To (he Fountain of Light, where her wants are supplied. 
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They are seen near our side, when a duty we've done. 
When a fault is corrected, a victory won; 
The missions of angels are many and kind. 
Bringing ease to the body, and peace to the mind ! 

They are seen at the side of the penitent, bowed ; 
Deeply conscious of guilt when past sin is avowed ! 
They are seen, when the thought of the Saviour brings 

peace. 
Of Him who alone, from our sins can release. 

They are traced to the grave of the dearly loved dead. 
When the light ransomed spirit to heaven has fled I 






HOPE AND MEMORY. 

N^ fond remembrance wrapt, of happier hours. 

To muse, and pass them o'er and o'er again ; 
To build in fancy's region hope's gay towers, 
^'"ft^^ Then see them vanish, all, with secret pain ! 

To watch with straining eyes the distant spot. 
Which undefin'd amidst the gloomy haze. 

Oft takes the form, of him who wanders not 
Within the range of her devoted gaze I 

To see the form that raised her hopes so high. 
Near and more near approach, with trembling haste 

And beating heart, while coldly passing by, 
A stranger tells the fond illusion's past ! 

These and unnumbered more, the cares that wait. 
On her who fondly loves, and knows no change ; 

Whose aching bosom, pierced by adverse fate. 
Will bleed indeed, but nothing can estrange ! 
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HOPE AND MEMORY. 



Day after day the weary hours to note. 

While disappointment thrills the heavy heart; 

Relentless fancy, adding cruel doubt. 
To all the misery absence can impart! 

Then comes the painftd void when all is o'er. 
And memory brings her blandishments in vain ; 

In her lone breast. bright hope will shine no more. 
The flower once withered, never blooms again. 




y^CA^ 




THE DYING CHILD. 

HAT lovely flower is fading fast, 

Paasing from life with noiseleee steps away ; 
Like the faint flush of early dawn, soon past, 
But destin'd not to open into day. 

In that aweet mournful emile and earnest gaze, 
There shines intelligence beyond her years ; 

As if angelic host, and Heaven's bright rays, 
"Were visible to her, but rais'd no fears I" 

It seems to say, " I go to that fair land. 
Where all is joy and health \ where sorrows 
cease! 

My angel sister's little outstretched hand, 
Now summons me to dwell with her in peace. 



" I lean on One who smiles with Heav'nly love ; 

Watching His little purchas'd one's retuming, 
To those blest regions, in that world above. 

Where the bright Lamp of Life, is ever burning. 




1 14 BONNET. 

" It is my blessed Saviour, and the Dove, 
My Father sends, to take me to His breast, 

111 make a littJe prayer for those I love, 
Before I enter into that sweet rest. 

" Oh, Father and dear Saviour I listen now to me ! 

Send that sweet Bird, to .comfort those I leave ; 
Bring them at last to live in Heaven with Thee, 

And now my happy spirit quick receive!" 




IGHTLY lightly, speed your hours 
Ye who dwell 'mid summer bowers ! 
Dreaming of unfading bliss, 
In a sunny world like this I 
Awake I and feel the vernal breeze. 
Sighing aoitly through the trees! 
Music's soft and magic spell. 
In each breast, creates a spell ! 
Telling of some higher sphere. 
Happier far, than any here I 



"^^^AmA^; 



1 




^<amm»; 




ON A PICTURE OF SILENCE. 

ILENCE, sure thou canst not be. 
With eyes that speak so witchingly; 

Mirth's the name that best befits thee. 
Child of innocence and glee ! 



Though the Up thy finger presses. 

In token of some mystery ; 
Thy wreath that binds thy lovely tresses. 

Tells of joy and revelry. 

Silence I cold, unsocial being. 

Should not wear a robe of white. 

But in utter darkness fleeing. 
With her twin-born sister. Night 

While evVy earthly joy we feel 

Is doubled if we can impart. 
So friendship soothes, nay, all but heals 

The anguish of a wounded heart ! 
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Then tell us, maiden 1 wherefore feigning 
A character which suits not thee? 

Say, hast thou vow'd, o'er one heart, reigning. 
No word, shall set thy captive free. 

In mercy, oh, reverse his doom! 

Those lips were surely form'd to bless; 
Thou wilt not let pale grief consume. 

The victim of thy heartlessness ! 

The truth now flashes on my mind; 

In kindness surely this is meant; 
Urge on thy suit, brave youth, you'll find. 

That playful silence gives consent! 




k 



THE FAIRY QUEEN. 

SONG. 

PRIGHTLY tripa the Fairy Queen, 
In her robe of elfin green, 
Lightly o'er the dewy graaa, 
Scarcely bending, if she paas. 

Hark I her voice the woods among, 
Vocal made, by her sweet song! 
Roses wreathed, in raven hair, 
Makes their beauty, still mote fair I 



When in dance, the throng she threads, 
Yoii would say, on air she treads! 
Fleeting footsteps ! who can trace 
Movements -which a sylph might grace? 

Uprightly trips our Fairy Queen, 
In and out, beyond, between; 
See I she's gone I the sun is set ! 
Can I, that magic scene, forget? 





GABRIELLE. 

N days gone by, I saw a dark-ey'd maid. 
And mark'd the anxious throbbing of her breast. 

Beware, fair maid! of Love, beware, I said. 
For if he enters there, you'll know no rest. 

She smiled and said. Oh, no! you know me not! 

His keenest shafts would fail to pierce me here! 
Her little hand upon her heart she laid. 

And tripping past me, bade me, never fear! 

The sweetest flowers of spring she loved to wreathe. 
And midst her raven locks, would roses bind; 

Oft placed the humble violet in her breast. 
Nor dreamt that flow'r, could leave a stain behind. 

Light was her step, and lighter was her song! 

The woods re-echoed to her sprightly lays ; 
And brighter blush'd the rose upon her cheek 

When festive halls resounded to her praise. 
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Deeper and deeper glow'd the rosy hue. 

But round her mouth no longer, dimples play'd! 

And oft when sighs escaped her heavy heart 
In joyless mirth her sadness she betray'd. 

Hard was the struggle, bitter were the tears 
She shed in secret o'er her cherish'd grief; 

Ere in the bosom of a faithful friend. 

She poured her sorrows, and obtained relief. 

That friend had always loved her, think how dear, 
How doubly dear, (perhaps a few may guess,) 

To the warm heart a sufferer becomes 
When sympathy unites them in distress 1 

Loud is the tempest, terrible the rage. 

With which the angry winds upbraid the earth! 

So, when the calm succeeds the mental storm, 
We seek to hide the cause, which gave it birth. 

Whence came those cheerful sounds that meet mine ear t 
Hush ! 'tis the well-known voice of Gabrielle I 

How chang'd since last I heard her plaintive notes I 
111 listen to the truths her accents tell. 



> HAPPINESS. 

"Long was my breast the seat of secret c«re. 
And long the conflict wag'd by love and pride; 

But victory waa mine, and will be yours 
If duty dictate, and religion guide I 




HAPPINESS. 



W.i H, Happiness 1 what art thou ? Can few find thee ? 
Tell me the chain^ that here can aafely bind thee? 
Thou'rt like the breath of summer-ecented breeze. 
Unseen, scarce felt I heard sighing through the trees. 
Thou'rt like the trembling moonbeam on the wave, 
Which, ere you reach it, finds a wat'ry grave ■ 
Thou'rt like the transient bloom, on beauty's cheek, 
Which mocks the hopes of those, who erstwhile seek ! 
Thou'rt like the hope of pleasure, distant' still ; 
Undimmed as yet, by fear of future ill t 
Thou art not found, in festive bower or hall, 
Nor yet by wit or beauty, held in thrall! 




THE HOME ABOVE. 

SING of that beautiful home; 

In the region beyond the blue sky. 
Where sorrows nor cares^ ever come. 

And the heart of the happy, beats high ! 

Oh I who can the beauties unfold 

Of the heavenly dwelling of light ! 
Or the joys which the blessed behold, 

Their faith realized in sight. 

There Christ, is the sun which ne'er setsl 
Still diffusing the blessings of peace ; 

There the heart which has sorrow'd, forgets, 
The woes, which for ever shall cease! 

To look on the radiance divine 
Which encircles that heavenly brow; 

Oh, say! will that glory be mine? 
By faith let me worship Him now! 

R 
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Above can no pleasures exists 

For the selfish^ the vain, or the proud. 

Not one, for the sensualist. 

Not one, for the world-seeking crowd I 

The heart that is pure, shall see God! 

The humble, the meek, he will raise; 
The oppress'd, shall no more feel the rod. 

The grateful, shall sound his loud praise. 

There, the sound of sweet music shall swell. 
And the choicest of flow'rets shall bloom ! 

Where Angels and Saints ever dwell. 
And darkness is banish'd, and gloom. 

On Earth it is ours, while we stay. 

To prepare our dull souls for that place. 

To embrace the glad offers to-day. 

Which are made by the Spirit of Grace. 

The mourner in this world, who feels 
The burden of guilt, on his breast. 

To the Saviour for pardon appeals. 
And longs for the Home of his rest. 





A TALE OF WAR. 

LOVE thee still, the pure, the good! 

Though deep betweea ua rolls the flood ; 

And envy too the awelling wave. 

That bears &om me, the true, the brave. 

But, hark! the trumpet shrill and clear. 
Now calls thee hence I Why linger here ? 
One short, one fond, one sad embrace; 
He's gone I Now lone her dwelling-place ! 

But mark'd ye not, her kindling eye ? 
Alone, that warrior must not die I 
Behold I she stems the liiriouB tide. 
And gains her gallant chieftain's side I 

I come I I come \ to thee my love I 
Thy shield in battle, I will prove I 
'Tis vain to chide; the boon I crave, 
Is but to share thy early grave. 
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Now hark! the trumpet sounds again^ 
A sound no soldier^ hears in vain; 
May Heav'n in mercy nerve her arm. 
To guard that gallant chief from harm. 

But heavy death-like fell the blow. 
That laid at once, those lovers low! 
Kind pitying fate did not divide. 
And now they're sleeping side by side. 








^-M.|^ CONSCIENCE. 

ALL back that gloomy, heart-felt sigh again, 

'Tis fraught with more than Fancy dare reveal. 
It speaks of more than recollected pain. 

It speaks a language which your lips conceal I 

I fain would see, amid the trackless air. 

The path its zephyr-wafted wings will sweep. 

And hope 'tis gone, where dwells th^ trusting fair. 
Whose azure eyes, thou shouldst not cause to weep 
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There's something in the sounds that bids me shun 
The dangerous contact, of its burning breath, 

Sirocco-like; the listener is undone. 
For o'er her fame, it casts the shade of death! 

'Tis virtue gives the pang, that makes you sigh 
With anxious earnestness, ere yet too late 

Bidding you seize the moments ere they fly 
Which yet may save from dark impending fate I 

Irresolution! fatal source of woe! 

How many mourn the ruin of their souls ; 
Long, ling'ring, on the brink, now deep below I 

For whom in vain, the tide of mercy rolls ! 

Call back that gloomy heart-felt sigh again I 
Nor let your lips, the fatal truth reveal ; 

So shall sweet peace, succeed to transient pain. 
And true esteem, the bond of friendship seal. 




SPRING TIME. 

natdbe's new bibth, 

HILL Winter's past, aad o'er the Blumb'riog 
earth, 
Her mantle greeu, fiur Spring, has lightly 
thrown. 
Calling each plant and inaect to new birth. 
Like souIb waked, in the reaorrection mom. 

And who ie tiiis fair Spring, whose magic breath 
Calls from their grave, herb, insect, and Bweet 
Bower? 

Deep silence wakens, from a sleep like death; 
With eong of bird, resonant, makes eadt bower. 

From other lands, the stmshine and the flower. 
Come at her call, and verdure clothes the fielde. 

All nature feels the impulse of her power. 
And to her sway, a prompt obedience yields I 

Philosophers will tell us. Nature's laws 

Give yegetataon power to spring ^ain. 
And rashly overlook that Great First Cause, 

Without whose fiat, all would "dead" remiuni 
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Then while we scan the laws that He has given^ 
Perfect in harmony, and power to bless ! 

Let us adore the Lord of Earth and Heaven I 
Adore the Giver more; His gifts the less! 

For ev'ry ray of sunshine o'er our path; 

For ev'ry healthfiil breeze which we inhale ; 
Let us give grateful praise to Him, who hath 

With mercies crown'd us, which shall never fail 1 

There's not a little flower that drinks the dew. 
There's not a bird that warbles wood-notes wild, 

But adds a charm, to scenes, for ever new. 
The glad inheritance, of Nature's child I 

There's something in the blue that decks the sky 
That tells of mild beneficence and love. 

And the sofb green, which calms and soothes the eye. 
Is fraught with blessings, from that Hand above I 

Then let us wander forth in these sweet days. 
With grateful hearts for all the joys we know; 

Joining the bird-notes wild in thankful lays, 
Address'd to Him from whom all comforts flow. 



THE PALATINE'S DAUGHTER. 




TBAVSLATED FROM THE OEBMAN. 

?HE sylvan tome of the Wojewod, 

la the distant woodland is found; 
loiclee hang from the freezing roof, 
And the snow lies thick around. 

The maiden eita on the hearthstone spinning ; 

'Tifl her futore wedding vral I 
She heard the wind in the chimney rushing I 

At the sound, her cheek grew pale. 

Then glided the wood-witch in, to her. 
Who is 8Md no good luck to bring I 

"Good evening" she cried, my "little daughter! 
Shall I, my good song, to you sing?" 

" What signifies thy song to me ? 

My lover is coming so soon ; 
Both meat and drink thou hast thero, by thee ; 

Go back ! to thy greenwood home I " 
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The old hag spake^ ^^Thou hast time to spare! 

Thy treasure will never return ! 
The wood is deep, and the way is far 

And he's taken another turn." 

**Why pain'st thou me, with this fancied woe? 

My lover will true remain! 
He swore to me on the fallen snow ! — 

His oath can ne'er be in vain!" 

The maiden wept — she was full of care ; 

And the wind blew higher and higher; 
The hag still linger'd, and louder sang 

Her weird song, over the fire! 

And as I passed through the valley deep, 
Three wolves from the thicket sprung! — 

They howled and showed their grisly teeth. 
And blood was on ev'ry tongue! 

And when I to the fir-hedge reached, 

I heard, three ravens, screaming! 
** Young ones prepare!" and they loudly screeched, 

" For a fresh repast, still steaming." 

s 
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And when I came to the icy sea, 

A corpse I quickly found I 
There flowM o'er the enow, right piteouely. 

The hlood from his deep death-wound ! 

On the snow so cold, I traced his blood I 

Now nuuden the truth discern I 
The way being far, and deep the wood, 

Why thy love can never return I 

The Bong was o'er, and the hag was gone! 

The hearth's glowing embers fail I 
The m^den sat, and word spake she none, 

But her cheek was wan and pale. 

And louder blew the wind through the wood. 
And the ravens kept screaming loud ; 

And in three days' time the Wojewod, 
Had wrapt his child in her sbroudJ 



HASTINGS. 

HE wind is still, and the moon's soft beams 
Are etretch'd o'er the dark blue sea; 
The white sail reflects back ite silver light 
As the bark glides silently. 

No sound is heard, but the dash of the wave, 
As it breaks on this rocky shore ; 

The children of earth, are in slumber hush*d. 
Their voices are heard no more. 

Now memory traces, loved features of those. 

Who long by affliction deprest, 
Unreluctantly bowed to the will of their God ! 
Are entered into His rest! 



And ought we to sorrow, for those who are gone, 
Their Redeemer's bright promise to claim? 

Let us copy their virtue^, and cherish the hope. 
That in Heaven, we may meet them again. 




FABEWELL. 



The friends whom I love, though diBtant iar. 

Seem smiling upon me now I 
How quick my pulee beats, when I think of their truth ! 

This chases the cloud from my brow I 




FAREWELL. 

BONG. 

AREWELLI Sad word! I hke not thee! 

Thoagh often on my tongue; 
Thou epeak'et of grief and misery, 

When written, said, or sung! 



What balm is there for wounds so given. 
To soothe poor mortals' pain? 

The hope that, if.tbe will of Heaven, 
The parted meet again I 




GRATITUDE. 



HE breath of Spring, how beautiful ! How fair 

The distant landscape^ bright with morning dew! 
How sweet to leave the couch of pain and care. 

And all Creation's glorious works to view 1 
To drink in health, and strength/ with ev'ry breeze; 

To feel a respite from the grave's dark shore; 
The heart's sweet hopes revive, by slow degrees. 

And earth resumes her influence once more I 



But the believer's joy rests not in these ; 

Although he gazes with a clearer sight 
Beyond the smiling scene, he Mercy sees 1 

And in that presence all becomes more bright 1 
In that sweet vision Christ's dear form appears. 

And every thought His grace will now employ! 
This is the view that wipes away all tears. 

The Christian Hope ! the Christian's Peace and Joy ! 




THE BLACKBIRD AND THE FLOWERS. 

HE Blackbird's song is ringing wild, 

The leafless woods among, 
And ^Music's pensive, plaintive child,- 

Is listening her song t 

- i~j She trilla her lay, on ev'ry spray, 
lL_tA Jq Volume ioud and sweet. 

And seems to eaj, as if in play, 

" My Love these sounds will greet I " 

And Echo, borne upon the wind. 

Now proves her Love is near ; 
With that fond sympathy of mind. 

Affection holds so dear. 

The Primrose blossoms at her feet, 

And Violets white and blue ; 
And Love's the charm of that retreat. 

The tender and the true. 




SPRING FLOWERS 
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THE BLACKBIBD AND THE FL0WEB8. 

No ! hnnuui fnendeliip tinte the cloud. 
Cast o'er our path, with silver ray; 

In voice of sweetnesa, deep, clear, loud I 
Bids doubt and falsehood flee away I 

Thus, at our feet, are flow'reta seen — 
The Primrose with her open brow, 

Ib likest candour's truthiiU mien; 
Deceit and guile before her bow I 

Humble and modest worth is thine. 
Dear Violet I Sweetest 'midst the flowers I 

In friendship true, may these combine, 
And harmony and love be ours! 




. THE POLISH EXILE, TO HIS 

COUNTRY. 

^N exile from kindred and home, 

Elessed hope in my bosom still bums ; 
Though in far distant lands I may roam, 
To my country, each thought fondly tarns ! 

The loss of my wealth, grieves not me I 
'Tis to see thee enslaved, gives me pain! 

Could my life-blood alone set thee free, 
For this would I seek thee again. 

Sons of the brave and the free, 

Not in vain, will your blood have been shed; 
When revers'd is the tyrant's decree I 

Let me rest, then, in peace, with the dead ! 



'Tia in vain I lament o'er thy woes, 
A usurper imposes his chain ! 

In the field, let me meet my mad foes. 
For this, would I seek thee again. 




ALPHONSO.* 

HE couch of death is spread for him. 
That loved and lovely boyl 
And sorrow's cup, filled to the brim. 
Has quenched the light of joy ! 

Proud Edward's manly heart is bow'd. 

While standing at his side. 
To see his heir! (heir of the shroud!) 

So long his hope and pride ! 

* 

The feeble hand, he silent takes. 

Nor trusts his voice to speak ; 
Such agony the brave heart shakes. 

The strong becomes the weak ! 

* The Authoress is indebted for the story of the above lines, to an inte- 
resting work — " Vendigarde ** — ^by Mr. Lane. 
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The King! his noble spirit crushed. 
Thus voicelessly stands by; 

No sound but sorrow, hardly hush'd I 
Tears stream from ev'ry eye. 

The royal Princess sought his side. 

With filial effort strove. 
To ^othe his grief, her own to hide. 

Unselfish in her love ! 

And Eleanor, sweet soul, is there, 
He leans upon her breast; 

Her lips all mute, but deep her prayer 
That he may sink to rest. 

No selfish thought the mother's heart. 

Can ever entertain; 
And though it break, from him to part. 

She would not now, detain. 

For well she knows that he is bound. 
To worlds of love and bliss — 
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(Since he the pead of price has found) 
A blest exchange for this! 

Fair Eva bends with listening ear. 

Each accent faint to catch ; 
And Maud, and Edeline silent, near. 

The parting breath to watch. 

Old lolo, the harper, bent 

With mingled love and grief. 
To see that fair young life near spent. 

When his must now be brief. 

His life for him, he fain would give. 

For him who suffers there. 
Who did the harassed ones receive. 

And banished all their care. 

Then Vendigard, the blessed one. 

Comes nigh the bed of death. 
His bursting heart gives forth one groan. 

Such sorrow has no breath ! 



140 ALPHONSO. 

For^ like a faded ]ily^ Hes^ 
The jfriend he loved so well. 

Destined to bloom beyond the skies. 
With kindred angels dwell I 

But never more with him to be 

« 

As they have been before. 
When sitting 'neath the old oak-tree 
In happy days of yore. 

And who is she, whose anguish deep 
In vain she strives to hide? 

Oh I could she but Alphonso keep. 
For ever at her side! 

Warm-hearted Joan! Thy brother goes 

To fill his place above ; 
Nor care, nor pain, nor mortal foes. 

Invade that world of love ! 

Edwal and Canterbury kneel. 
Fulfilled each Holy rite ; 
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Praying that God each wound would heal. 
For precious in His sight. 

Are contrite hearts in age, or youth. 

Fond, loving hearts, and true; 
Alphonso ! full of grace and truth. 

He waits to welcome you ! 

Those soft blue eyes are upward cast. 

His mother's gaze to meet. 
And then he turned to look his last. 

On her laid at his feet! 

" Oh dearest Joan ! '' he faintly cried, 

" You would not stay my flight ; 
Soon shall I seek my Saviour's side. 

For purest realms of Kght. 

" Soon follow me, my mother dear. 

And Maud, and Eva too. 
And Vendigard — ^is he not here ? 

To mingle tears with you I " 
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The trembling boy came near^ and aaid^ 
** Alphonso ! Dearest I Best I " 

Then rushing forth^ his head he laid^ 
On lolo's sad breast. 

Now looking round on each dear face^ 
Alphonso breathed Adieu! 

One sigh exhales^ and then from grace 
He speeds to glory true ! 

Across the room two angels sped. 
Their footsteps all could trace. 

With them, the happy spirit fled. 
And vanished into space I 

A silver line of fairest light 
Their pathway upward shows. 

Though faint the traces of their flight 
Which fade like summer rose 1 




TO JULIA WITH A ROSE! 

TO WEAR AT HER FIRST f£tE. 

\ ERHAPS some would compare 

To bright Auburn your hair! 
M And your cheek to the rose /)f the tree I 
^5 Though I fiatter you less. 

You will read my address. 
Nor disdfdn a small present from me. 



The rose which I send, 
To improvement may tend) 

All the while your fair breast it adorns. 
If it warns you that pleasure. 
Enjoyed with due measure, 

Sesembles a rose without thorns I 



BLEOIAG LINES. 

My bouquet then take. 
And pray wear for my sake. 

And may you be happy to-morrow ; 
And may every day, • 

Whilst on earth you shall stay, 

Pass over your head, without sorrow! 




ELEGIAC LINES. 

HE flower of promise, faded first I 

It seems a strange decree! 
The tomb contains but cherish'd dust. 

Her spirit blooms with Thee I 

With Thee I that spirit ever young, 
Knows not of earth's decay, 

Wiiilst hymning, with a seraph's tongue, 
The hMrmoay of praise I 
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The Saviour called her to a rest. 

All Earth rests above. 
To deck with robes of righteousness. 

The object of His love I 

Translated to that blessed place 

Whilst sorrow was unknown. 
There to behold Him, face to face. 

Who marked her for His ownl 

Who would that happy spirit bring. 

To taste life's cup of woe ? 
To change for an eternal spring. 

Dark winter here below? 

Friends, weep no longer bitter tears. 

Nor mourn the bond thus riv'n. 
Affection's tie, through future years. 

Shall link your hearts with Heaven I 




2^ 




NIGHTMARE. 



N visions of the night. 

When mortaU sink to sleep. 
The spirit keen and bright 
Will restless vigil keep I 

Old mem'ries mingling play. 
With present joy or pain. 

And ere they fade away. 
The past returns again I 

I saw thee! was I dreaming? 

In thine airy form and bright. 
With floating garments gleaming. 

In the halls of dazzling light ! 

The mansion tall enshrouded. 
Deep in the tangled wood. 

The sky now all beclouded; 

How I trembled, where I stood! 
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I heard the sound of wheels. 

Whirling madly from the door, 
And shook, as when one feels. 

Some evil goee before! 

The vehicle itself 

Was, in fashion most uncouth. 
Vile as the foulest Elf, 

Destroying heedless youth! 

It oped its horrid side, 

And the maiden, scared, fell in; 
Down flapped a leather wide! 

Grim mouth! to suck her in. 

At the bitter shriek I fled. 

Of a voice I loved so well, 
"My mother, dear!" she said; 

Deep anguish on me fell. 

I felt that mother, near. 

And the air grew thick and dense ; 
As the travellers disappear, 

I had nigh lost sight and sense I 




TO THE LAKE. 

I knew him at a glanoe, 
To me alone 'twas shown, 

And, awaking from my trance, 
Utter'd one deep heart-felt groan ! 




TO THE LARK. 

'^PRISING on the bahny breath of Spring, 
^^ Floating in ether, warbling forth thy lays ; 
Making the vaulted skyi responsiTe ring, 
With notes of lore, of gratitude, and praise ! 

I love to watch thee! gracefol little birdl 
Ascending, slowly, upward, till on high. 

Fainter and fainter still, thy voice is heard, 
Ae heaven's high portal, thou art drawing 
nigh I 
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Now, but a little speck thou art become. 

Smaller, and smaller still, till quite diminish'd. 

Lo I the blest thought of loved ones left at home. 
Quick, brings thee back, thy tuneful matins finished. 

In liquid cadence, falls thy closing song. 
With flutter of thy wings, harmonious blent ; 

AKghting now, the thymy turf among. 

In busy cheerfulness, thine hours are spent. 

First picking eagerly thy well-earned meal; 

Each straggling worm, from thee his head must hide. 
Sipping the dewdrops which in secret steal 

In chaliced cup, which Flora does provide I 

Then, mounting ev'ry hillock far and near. 
Raising, with glad and glistening eye, thy crest; 

Return, the inmates of thy home to cheer ; 
Refreshed for future flights, by this sweet rest. 






CONNEMARA. 



JHOU glorious land of mountain^ lake, and fell ! 
At sight of thee, what thoughts my bosom swell ! 
Favoured of Nature, like her petted child! 
Thy graceful beauty, fugitive and wild- 
Thou canst not boast of luxury or wealth. 
Though blest with breezes, giving strength and health. 
Thy daughters beautiful; erect; their air 
And step a queen might grace 1 a gift how rare! 
(Untrammelled by the chains which fashion weaves. 
And stiff and graceless, each poor votary leaves.) 
Her limbs elastic, on the mountain bred 
Her feet unfettered, freely, firmly, tread; 
With simple skirt of richest orange hue. 
Coquettish apron of the palest blue, 
I thought the fair-haired Maiden looked the while 
Complete for conquest, with her winning smile; 
As o'er her head, a mantle of deep blue. 
With Spanish grace, (inherited,) she threw. 
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The sunbeams on the mountain brightly glow, 
Beflected in the Lake that sleeps below ; 
Each vivid tint of tender green repeating. 
Reversed, as if by Fairy feat; as fleeting; 
In lucid tones repeated, pure, and true. 
Though faint, like beauty fading from our view ! 
The silver waveless surface like a glass. 
Presents, but holds not, shades which o'er it pass. 
See how the mountain stoops, as he would kiss, 
A fair young sister; dear through helplessness; 
His head majestic, seeming meek to bend, 
A farther beauty to the Lake to lend; 
Then recognizing with an added grace. 
His own again, in fair Shindilla's face! 
So loving hearts will sweet communion find. 
While mirrored thus, mind answers kindred mind. 
(The soul's communion reaches Heaven's high throne 
Impress'd with likeness, God will not disown.) 
Like some fond father, bending o'er the cot 
Of sleeping innocence, disdaining not. 
His manly strength to unbend — no mother nigh. 
With woman's tenderness, her care supply! 

u 




I CONNBUABA. 

In that eweet mimic form well pleaa'd to trace. 

The features of hie loved Katuba's face. 

Thus strength and weakneeB in Meet union blends. 

Strength from above, to weaknesa condescende. 

But to return; those mountain glories fade. 

Mingling and mingling atiU, in one vast shade; 

Till all the lines of beautj disappear, 

And night invests the scene with shapes of fear I 





THE OCEAN. 



OLL on thou great Atlantic I ceaseless roll! 
--hOne arm alone thy greatness can control! 
Jehovah called thee from the dark abyss. 
One word from Him, can back again dismiss! 
He holds thee in His hand! how great His might. 
In peace thy ruling Lord, thy Lord in fight ! 
Whoe'er could deem, to see thee gently lave 
Our strand with silver tongue, that thou canst rave ; 
Lashing with fury, till this rocky shore 
Deaf with the tumult, can reply no more. 
All echo lost, confused, in loud uproar? 
Though 'gainst the shore thy waves tumultuous dash. 
Still, 'bove the roar of elemental crash. 
His fiat thou must hear. His "Peace, be still!" 
And thou must yield, to His commanding will. 
But far more dangerous than thy utmost rage 
Is that deceitful calm, its sure presage; 
Tempting the thoughtless wand'rer to thy breast, 
Swift, unprepared, dismissing him to rest — 
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Say, 'neath thy smiling face, wliat treasures hide ; ♦ 
The strength of manhood, and fond woman's pride. 
In thy deep water's vast engulphing tomb. 
Our loved ones hidden in thy darksome womb. 
Still safely gamer'd till the day of doom. 
O'er yonder sunken rocks, the surges tossed. 
Like a fair wreath of snow, now seen, now lost; 
Catching the sunlight, as it richly streams. 
Rejoicing Earth and Sea with cheering beams; 
A line of silver light, mysterious, cast 
Athwart the blue expanse, too fair to last — 
Like some young bride in dazzling white attired. 
Appearing phantom-like, as swift retired — 
Chaplet of purest white adorns her brow, 
A smile plays on her lips; where is it now? 
Dark shadows intervene, and clouds must pass. 
Before the sun, to chill its warmth; alas! 
Lost in the toil of life's absorbing care. 
Nor could we deem, it ever had been there ; 
As fleeting, transient, as the joys of earth. 
So wave to wave — ^so light to shade gives birth. 

* " What hid'st thou in thy treasure-caves and cells." — ^Mrs. Remans. 
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Lo! ere her bridal garments lose their bloom^ 
That smile lies buried deep, in memory's tomb! 
Thus fedes the silver line, and snowy wreath, 
Merg'd in the world of waters underneath. 
Ocean I my weary spirit yearns to thee, 
I love thee ever, soul-entrancing Sea! 
Boundless and free, the mind may o'er thee range. 
Unfettered still, by time, or tide, or change. 
With thoughts unutter'd. Fancy may beguile. 
An inward world create, and inly smile 
At each vain effort Happiness to find. 
Without the sympathy of mind to mind 1 
There is communion borne on upward wing, 
Laid at His feet, of Peace, and Hope the Spring. 
Farewell then Great Atlantic! I no more. 
May watch thy wave on Connemara's shore! 
In my far Home, I'll visit thee in dreams; 
And see again, thy mountains, lakes, and streams. 
Farewell! for aye! thou mighty, glorious Sea, 
The emblem, thou, of dread Eternity 1 





THE SLEEP OF SOEEOW AND THE 

DEEAM OF JOY. 

A BEAUTIFUL MABBLE GROUP IN THE INTERNATIONAL. 



(by MONTI.) 

HE sleep of Sorrow I Mercy's in that sound I 
Closing the weary eye to this world's strife. 

Losing aU sense of grief, in sleep profound. 
Chasing her troubled thoughts with dreams of 
Life. 



Low on the Earth, in meek submission bending. 
Exhausted Kature yields I her sorrows cease ; 

While o'er that prostrate form, her wings extending. 
Sleep! heavenly Messenger, brings rest and peace I 

While thus, to deepest vision of the mind, 
A form appears, bathed in celestial light; 

Her veilM glance, no more to earth confined. 
Predicts in dreams of joy, a hope more bright 1 




Monmer, be comforted 1 a radiant angel's near. 
Sent bj the Higbeet in His blest employ I 

Believer I take tby rest, for thee no fear. 
Thou sleep'fit in Sorrow — to awake in Joy I 




TIME. 

FEED on, ye hours I and wing your rafod flight. 
To yon fair re^ons of eternal day I 
Let no dark ehadowa intercept the light 
Which shmes effulgent from celestial ray 1 

I P'U/ Futurity, how awful is the thought. 

And who can Bcan,the wondera yet unknown; 

The joys in store for those to glory brought 1 

The happy flock, the Shepherd calla His own I 



152 TIME. 

The past may haunt us^ with its pleasures o'er^ 
The good omitted, and the evil done. 

Kind friends departed to return no more. 

And all, the fresh young heart lias doated on. 

But could we call it back! Oh, not for these! 

Nor for one selfish pleasure^ would we ask; 
'Nor dare to murmur at His high decrees. 

Who gives the needful strength in every task. 

The present, scarce our own, is all we claim! 

And precious too, the hours, though only lent. 
In which to glorify that Holy Name! 

To praise, adore, to love, believe, repent! 

Speed on, ye hours 1 although with trouble rife, 
A Comforter is left to cheer the lonely road; 

Seek Him who is the Way, the Truth, the Life, 
Leading from trial here, to peace with God! 
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